A'SELECTION OF 


POETICAL EXERCISES, 


d 
1 
® 


= - x . 
RES 


f 


GREEK, LATIN, AND ENGLISH: 


EARTLLY APEECTNA; IL 


A. NI", 


yz : 


PARTLY NR A-N'S LATED; 


TOY - - << - -.- - STUDIO FALLENTE LABOREM. 


8% 
” 
To 
” 
*E: A 
FI 
»?, 
F* _ - FO" 
do DEE Ld 
&" 
£0 » 
'* phy <a #. 
* 


2 | OD SE nn 


"MEEMENTDP DSS: L310 t 8; 
# ) 
e \ 


MDCCLANKXXVIILL, 


"7 


Fad 


EC 


FR 


TO THE RIGHT REVEREND FATHER IN GOD 
WILL] A M, 

LORD BISHOP OF CHESTER, 
PRINCIPAL OF BRASEN-NOSE COLLEGE, &c. 
T HIS 
SELECTION OF POEMS 
IS MOST - HIRED. NO OFFERED, 

AS THE LITERARY FIRST-FRUITS OF THE KING'S-SCHOOL, CHESTER, 
BY HIS DZVOTED 


AND HUMBLE SERVANT), 


T. BANCROFT. 


THE CONTENTS. 


GREEK POETRY. 


KEE Eowra opanla, or Cupid Miſtaken 


Es Epura JdoronAoxev, or Cupid's Paſtime 


LA is Eudrailay, or Content = «+» Cunninghan 

A CREST, I irs $44 

3 LE wxearns I” SIORETIID Ci aka re ew 

n= LATIN POETRY. 

In Somnum, or Henry the Fourth's Soliloquy on Sleep 
eine nes {C0 0, C1. x; Shoe 

The Speech of Cardinal Wolſey . . . . . Shakeſpear 


? Somnium, or La Mort. &c.- 55G i Gs 


Sub mortem Chriſtianus, &c. or the Dying Chriſtian | 


+ 32,.0d Aion Fd 0 atecdi3ce ef 0d ec 2008, 


Cantilena Hyemalis, or a Wirter Piece . . . . Aikin 


lee eee en nan 


Page, 


2 


Id rw re $0 #:S6 048 KL Sees Percy”s Reliques 6 


16 


22 


28 
32 
34 


z6 


49 


: 

& 
by 
">, 

vs 

Ys 


EE 


* 


Bellatoris Indici morientis carmen, or the *Son of 


Alknomook . . . 


BE n0 WS a NPs Anon. 
Alico uxorem alloquitur, or the Death of Alico Edwards 
Somnium Matiz, or Mary” s Dream NE om Anon. 
Winifreda . : GC RS Siu © s tad ' Perey's Reliques 


Pauperis Petitio, or the Beggar's 3 Petition 7 DR 


NE Langhorne 


De Rore Marino, or Simplicity 


Edwinus et Emma . 


LIE 
. 
o 
= 
oy 
. 
. 
. 


De Tempeſtatibus Indicis «FR 


S g*> 


De Halſewell noufaglam paſſi 


Nocet empta dolore voluptas . . . 


ST: S-6 . ©_-'© M . s v 
Amantium irz amoris redintegratio eſt : +... . . ! 


Date obolum Beliſario 


oy - » ” ,” » . - ”- . o » ol - » o 


. 


vi 
. 
. 
. 
Lo 
. 
o 
= 
.* 
. 
Ld 


Verſus chorici ex Sophocle *. ; 
Sin nn on EG. Ts pow hog 
ENGLISH POETRY. 

A Prologue ſpoken before the Exerciſes, at the break- 

ing up of the School... 


Mallet | 


A 9 G8. Page. 


100 


I'OZ 


LIFE v Bw +. $ = . 3 <2, 
OE SG TIE TSSe Tp 17S OS _=_ OE p. 
SE” FL q iq = _ G : , 0 TH, Lat, T_T, 4 _ 
< 8 4 g 3 
Ps. 4 


F .«& Bo. 

bp X44 " EY," 

5 p, = WE te {att 

& 4 _— RIO EST” = 
; EE EET 1 enter 
VEE a a EEO te i i 


b rhe: 
AY 


BT. | 
IT 
J Y 
1 - 

% ” pi 

2D Po 
T'2RJ $ 
L ld 
&; T3 
; 
PRO. 4 
%y 
of 

"I 

» # 

« 

» 
Nr $ 
£ 'D% 
£2.3) 

Lig 
Fg. 
of £* 
*. Cn 
m3 

, 3k 

pe” 
% "&; 
Mp. 
—x 
F# .6 
IF 
© & 
WLE-. 
8 4 
> 
$<; bs », 
= IT 

"ran 
* —" 

4 7 
' Wraet? 
KS 

* PTA 

Au4 

% 3K 
_— $4 
F a 

c i. 
m p 
WL 
<0 # '£ 
-- ; 
3 
Wy 1s 
"xY \ 

1 i” 

ou. 

5 4 
5 
ry 

ff, 

_ 
"LS 
ARES 

o N KY, 
—_ 37 
In $5 

&<- 

if 

= A 
Sons] 
S/Sds, 
>= - 
MAY - 

23% 

y  T 
_ » 
OO 4. 
3." 
L Per. 
" 
*<- 
Wye 
"£5 
Wd, 
6, 
+ "s 
T_T, 
> 2; , 
x * 
hr 7 
4 
& 5h 
I > ng 
hg 
Pp, 
<> 
KK 
pe bl 
+2 SER 
7 
IF 
be ? 
mJ 
REY. | 
*H 
» F L 
-—d 
\ 
$i &\ 
4+ 
-*, 
WY 
þ 
of 
b 
: 
: 
pe 
4p 
Y 
3 
4 
5, IE 
3 

z- 

x; RN 
4 C3 
FO 

? +> '4 

4 = 
«. q 
*, S, 
> ah 

IRE 

«4 

S 

: 


J - 


< + 
x 


4 =>& 
"RS 
r 23 
Gs 
[JAS 


F8 
r's 


q rs, 4 : 
© 34. "= «| 
: - » 
Lac WAX 4 ee 
; £ , © *% 2 
5, - = - oy 
_ 
es. - 


EY 36H "rd L 
| X58 "A 
43A —- 
18 de @ . 
WIPrIng « , 
Ver far"; Y 
8 : 
£ A mM 


74 " : 
Spring eo « 


* 


OW [4 


EF, H 
— 


 £<Y 
* Ws 


5: 
% % by 
E c % 
. 
FR 2 


Patriotiſm . . 
Superſtition , 
[Muſarum feriz 


Credulity ., 


2 \ Tranſlation, fr 


othing, from Paſlerat 


Religion and Infidelity 
The Pet — os 5 


om Boethius 


& -<-.o<- -. from the lame 


_ - - - - - - - from the ſame 


SF idicinis & Philomelz certamen, 


S [On the Death of Captain Cooke 


An Epilogue, ſpoken upon a fimilar occaſion 


by » 
4 
” 
. 
o 
# 
* 
. 
- 
* 
. 
* 
.* 
- 
. 
d 


TITS 


"——-" 


4 - 
y 
- 
* 
- 
# 
- 
, 
- » 
5 p py 
. 
- oy 
. - 
- 
9 * 
A 
i © 
» © 
' 
4A 2 
3 "i 
» oy 
”. 
* 
Ev OLSEN $4.9 S * - 
IR To Om EE > ORE" 2 ON} I INE: %v 
SIVESS > SW a Id » 4x > <P *E A Logs 
: = 4 FR + 28 y o , x18 


CUPID MISTAKEN, 
BY P RIO R: 
L, 
A S after noon, one ſummer's day, 


Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
; Cupid a ſhooting went that way, 
New firung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 


II. 
With {kill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew ; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
"The too. well-guided arrow flew. 
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OR 
© I faint; I die :* the goddeſs cried : 
© O cruel! couldſt thou find none other 
© To wreck thy ſpleen on ? Parricide ! 


© Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy mother.” 


IV. 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak ; 
© Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 

© Alas ! how eaſy my miſtake ! 


© I took you, for your likeneſs, Chloe.” 
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CUPID's PASTIME, 


FROM BISHOP PERCY's RELIQUES 
OF ANTIENT POETRY. 


L, 
ah T* chanc'd, of late, a ſhepherd ſwain, 
That went to ſeek his ſtraying ſheep, 
Within a thicket, on a plain, 
Eſpied a dainty nymph aſleep, 


I, 
Her golden hair o'erſpread her face ; 
_ Her careleſs arms abroad were caſt ; 
Her quiver had her pillow's place ; 


Her breaſt lay bare to every blaſt. 


TT o. 
* The ſhepherd ſtood, and gaz'd his fill; 
Nought durkt he do 3 nought durſt he fay; 
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EI. 
Whil charice, or elſe, perhaps, his will, 
Did guide the god of love that way. 
"7 oo 
The crafty boy thus ſees her ſleep, 
Whom, if ſhe wak'd, he durſt not ſee : 
Behind her cloſely ſeeks to creep, 
| Before her nap ſhould ended be. 
= V. 
There come, he ſteals her ſhafts away, 
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And puts his own into their place : 
Nor dares he any longer ſtay, | 
| But, ere ſhe wakes, hies thence apace. 
= 7 » 
| b- -: Scarce was he gone, but ſhe awakes, . 
| And ſpies the ſhepherd ſtanding by : 
Her bended bow in hafte ſhe takes, 

And at the ſimple ſwain, lets fly, 
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Forth flew the ſhaft and pierc'd his heart, 
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That to the ground he fell with pain : 
Yet up again forthwith he ſtart, E; 
And to the nymph he ran amain. 
VII... 
Amaz'd to ſee fo firange a ſight, 


She ſhot and ſhot, but all in vain 


'The more his wounds, the more his might, 4 
Love yielded ſtrength amidft his pain, - 
IX, 


Her angry eyes were great with tears, 
| She blames her hand, ſhe blames her ſkill ; 

The bluntneſs of her ſhafts ſhe fears, 
And try them on herſelf ſhe will. 
| X. 

[Take heed ſweet nymph, try not thy ſhaft, 
Each little touch will lacs thy heart : 
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Alas ! thou know'ſt not Cupid's craft ; 
Revenge is joy; the end is ſmart. ] 
XI. 


Yet try ſhe will and pierce ſome bare z 


Her hands were glov'd, but next to hand 
Was that fair breaſt, that breaſt ſo rare, 
"That made the ſhepherd ſenſclefs ftand. 


| That breaſt ſhe pierc'd, and through that breaſt, 


Love found an entry to her heart ; 
At feeling of this new-come gueſt, 
Lord ! how this gentle nymph did tart! 


She runs not now, ſhe ſhoots no more 


Away ſhe throws both ſhaft and bow : 
She ſeeks for what the ſhunn'd before, 


She thinks the ſhepherd's haſte too flow. 
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Q*” moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam; [ and bare | 


A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me—o'er lawns—to her home. 


Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 


| Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd onher floor; [crown'd, 
Her caſement, ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 


And deck'd the fod ſeats at her door, [round, 
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We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
While 
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| While thrown from my guard by ſorne glances ſhe 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. | [caſt, 
' I told my foft wiſhes ; ſhe fweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) 
ee rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
But take me, fond ſhepherd, Im thine. | 


Hl. | 
Her air was fo modeſt, her aſpet ſo meck, 
So ſimple, yet fireet, were her charms 3 
I L564 the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
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Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if, by yon ties; the ſtream, - 

Reclin'd on her boſom, I fink into fleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


IV. 
Together we range o'er the flow-riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views ; 
Or reſt on the rock, whence the ſtreamlet diftils, 
And point out new themes for my muſe, 
To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damfel's of humble deſcent, = 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fire, 


And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 
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HENRY Tu: FOURTH's SOLILOQUY 


on SLEEP. 


FROM SHAKESPEAR. 


"OW many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 
| Are at this hour aſleep ! O gentle Sleep, 
Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
'That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 


And ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs ! 


Why rather, Sleep, ly'{ thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
_ Upon uneaſy pallets ftretching thee, 


And huſh'd with buzzing night-flies to thy ſlumber ; 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the vials of coltly ſtate, 
And lulF'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody ? 
ED O thou 


4 


IN: S O M N. UM. 
QO-. mihi regnatos jam nunc compleCtitur alma, 
Quot miſeros, requic Somnus! vis mellea Somni, 
Que res grata foves ! quonam depulſa timore, 
Ponderibus defeſia tuis non lumina condis, 


Nec mihi permulces Lethzo flumine ſenſus ?!—_ 


Heu ! quid pauperibus gaudes concumbere leo 
dStramineo, fuſus circum quo fumeus humor, | 
Stridula vel faciles irritat muſca ſopores ? 

Heu | quid tea citis pedibus regalia vitas, 
Magnificoſque toros ; quo thurea ts vocat aura, 
Te vocat incaſſim dulcifima bis cantu ? 


| Que, 


7). 
O thou dull god, why ly'{ thou with tae vile 
In loathſome beds, and leav'ſt the kingly couch, 
A watch-caſe to a common larum bell ? 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maſt, 
Seal up the ſhip's-boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 
In cradle of the rude imperious ſurge ; 
And in the viſitation of the winds, 
Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
; With deaf *ning clamours in the ſlipp'ry ſhrouds ; 
That, with the hurly, death itſelf awakes : 


Canſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy repoſe 
= To the wet ſea boy, in an hour ſo rude, 

And, in the calmeſt, and the ſtilleſt night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king? then happy, lowly clown! 


-Unealy lies the head that wears a crown. 
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£83 
Quz, maleſane, tuum ſuadent faſtidia numen 
Dormitare caſa, thalamos et linquere regum, 
Queis tonat afſidua tanquam cuſtodia voce ? 
Nautz, quando agitur pinus, ludibria ponti, 
Amplexo malum, fundisne oblivia cur ? 


, Py etc: of 
Dumque etiam venti diſcordia lamina miſcent 


Altum incurvantes monſtroſa cacumina, funes 
x | Et dum ſtridentes inter fragor intonat ingens, 
Territa quo ſomnis mors exilit ipſa tumultu ; 
Q levis, ut placuit tibi, diro turbine ccel:, | 
Kaucelbua nautz tabentia membra levare ? 
Et quanquam fileant zdes, atque omnia circum 
Jam ſileant, adſintque irritamenta ſoporis, 
Deſiderata negas ſcevus tua gaudia regi ! 

O fortunati al ſua 11 bona norint 
Agricolz ! nobis eſt irrequieta corona: 


O caput infelix, quod tu premis, aurea cura ! 
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ET 


WOLSEY anv CROMWELL. 
FROM SHAKESPE AR. 


Wor Þ* EWELL, along farewell toall my greatneſs! 


| This is the ſtate of man: to day he puts forth 
The thider lekown of hope 3 to-morrow bloſſoms, - 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him 3 
The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 
And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely ; 


His greatneſs is a ripening, nips his ſhoot ; 


And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 


Like little wanton boys, that ſwim on bladders, 


| Theſe many ſummers in a ſea of olory ; 


But far beyond my depth : my high blown pride 


| At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 
Weary and old with ſervice, to the mercy 


Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 


Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate ye! 
I feel 


(23) 


CARDINALIS WOLSEIUS LOQUITUR. 


MT vale, =ternumque vale n mea a gloria vitas 
DIC hominum ſua fata regunt : nunc lzta vireſcit 
Gemma ſpei tener, cris copia florea ſplendet, 
Et tum purpurei paſsim funduntur honores. 
Tertia lux oritur ; glacies venit aſpera plantis, 
Gloria cumque viro facili matura videtur, 
Frigore pertentans tempeſtas excutit illam, 
Atque mei ſimilis, ſimilem dabit ille ruinam, 
 AXſtates multas puer ut laſcivit in undis, 
Utribus eveCtus, pelagi nimis alta petivi ; 
Me tandem ambitio fluviis tumefaQta reliquit 
 Confeftum, et totus ſubmergor gurgite vaſto. 
Oi te, ſpl endor, te vanaque gloria mundi ! 


F Nubes 


4230-3 


I feel my heart new opened. Oh! how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes” favours ! 


There 3 15, betwixt that {mile he would aſpire to, 


p That feet aſpect of princes, and his ruin, 
; 
More pangs and fears, than war or women have z 


And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 


Never to hope again. 


+9 LA MORT REND TOUT EGAL. 


F020 0K, 


E ſongeois cette nuit, que d* ennui conſume 
Cote & cote d' un Pauvre on m” avoit inhume, 

Et que n' en pouvant pas ſouffrir le voiſinage, 

En mots de qualits je lui tins ce language : 

« Retire to, coquin, va pourrir loin d* ici, 

« Il ne t' appartient pas de m' approcher ainſi.” 
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Nudes obſcurans mentem nunc tollitur, & nunc 
Sentio, quam miſer eſt, qui regum pendet amore. 
Non Bellona ferox tali formidine terret 
_ Gentes, nec mater tali diſtrita dolore, 
Quales intas agit ſtimulos ſub peQore cura 
Optatos inter riſus, certamque ruinam, 
Et gravis eſt caſus quando cadit, et cavit exſpes 


Inſtar Luciferi. 


CU OEEC ED 7A CIRC 


DIVESNE, PRISCO NATUS AB INACHO 


NIL INTEREST, AN PAUPER ET INFIMA 


DE GENTE, HOR. 
a me quondam mortis ludebat imago, 
Et videor juxta corpora, corpus mers. 
Proximus hic pauper tumulo putrebat eodem, 

Me gravis ac movit faſtus et ira loqui :— 
« Hinc longs, longe diſcedas vile cadaver, 

« Ne tangat, ne me polluat ita lucs,” 


« Ton. 


(= M- 4 
© Coquin!” ce me dit-il, d* une arrogance extreme, 
& Va chercher les coquins ailleurs, coquin toi-meme : 
& Ici tous ſont egaux ; je ne te dois plus rien, 


& Te ſuis ſur mon Fumier, comme toi ſur le tien.” 


——_———_— 


THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL. 
2 FROM POPE. 


I. 
TITAL ſpark of heav 'nly flame, 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame z 

 Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying ! 

Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life, 

II. 
Hark ! they whiſper 3 angels fay, 
« diſter ſpirit, come away ;” 


_ What 


(-W7 
« Longius hinc abeas ;”” retulit vehementius ille : 
Tu jam vile lutum, vile cadaver ego. 
« Cedere non libet ; exzxquat mortalia fatum : 


«& Hic mihi tam putrido ve locus, ifte tibi.” 


SUB MORTEM, CHRISTIANUS ITA SUAM 
ANIMAM ALLOQUITUR. 


I. 
'©; NATE flamma ſpiritus ignea, 
Cur non caduco corpore proſilis ? 
Quid quzritans, i et optans, 
Limine ftas vagabundus hoſpes ? 
Il. 
Quam dulce, ſed quam SGcile. ft mori! 
Natura, litem define, deline, 
Fruarque vita ! jam fiſurrant 
Ccalicole, © Soror hic adeſto.” 


IN. 


(38: ) 
What is this abſorbs me quite, 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath 


Tell me, my ſoul, can this be death ? 


Il. 
The world recedes, it diſappears ; 
Heav'n opens to my eyes ; ay ears - 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring : | 
Lend, lend your wings, I mount! I fly! 
| O Death, where is thy viftory ? 
O Grave, where 1s thy ſting ? 


C8 7 
1... 
Quid ſorbet? oh quid me mihi ſurripit ? 
Senſus quid aufert ? lumina quid capit ? 
Tantumne mortis vis valebit ? 
Langueo debilitorque totus. . 
Iv. 
Mundi recedit littus, et effugit : | 
Panduntur altz ſyderez domus : 


Et perſonant aures ſtupentes 


Carminibus ſuperum phalanges. 


V. 
Przbete pennas, angelici chori, 


Prezbete pennas z ecce, feror | feror 


Longe per altum ! nunc 6 Orce! 


Aſpera Mors ! ubi nunc triumphus ? 


CANTI- 


7 9 
A WINTER PIECE. 
_ 
TT was a winter's evening, and faſt came down the 
ſnow, 
| And:keenly o'er the wide heath the bitter blaſt did blow, 
When a damfezl all forlorn, quite bewildered in her way, 
Preſt her baby to ber boſom, and ſadly thus did ſay. 
=— | 
« Oh! cruel was my father, that ſhut his door on me, 
| And cruel was my mother, that ſuch a ſight could ſee, 
| And cruel is the wintry wind, that chills my heart with 
cold, | Y 
But crueller than all the lad, that left my love my gold, 
Huſh, huſh, my lovely baby, and warm thee in my breaſt; 
Ah! little thinks thy father how ſadly we're diftreſt ; 
For, 


(485; 3 


I. 


Hzc, incerta viz, pera grabat ſola ouella, 
Infantemque premens, coepit acerba queri. 


TL. 
A Heu ! ! pater Ile ferus, nate qui | tecta negarie, 
Et fera, quz vidit talia, mater erat, 
Et fera vis venti eft, quz ſic mea pectora tundit, 


At, mihi qui nummos pretulit, ille mags. 


III. 


Paryule mi, taceas, gremio renoveſque calorem ; 


CANTILENA HYEMALIS. 


Jun en erat : campis et nix bywiok rating”. 
Stridebatque Aquilo per loca mzſta ſitu - 


Ah ! neſcit genitor, nos mala quanta premunt : 


G 
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Ty 
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For, cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 

He'd ſhield-us in/his arms from this bitter vierclin ales 
IV. ſs 

Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel ! ! thy little lie i is gone; | 


| Oh! let my tears revive thee, ſowarm that trickle down: 


My tears that guſh ſo warm, Oh ! they freeze before 
they fal ; | . 6 al,” 
Ah! wretched, wretched mother ! thou rt now bereft 
V. 

"Then down ſhe ſunk, deſpairing, upon the drifted ſnow, 
And, wrung with gg. anguiſh, lamented loud her woe: 
She kiſs'd her baby” s pale lips, and laid it by her ſide z 


Then caſt her eyes to | heaven, then bow'd her head 
and dy'd. 


THs 


420-7 7 
Si noſtros ſciret, durus licet, ille dolores, 
 Vix hyemem miſeros Izdere vellet acrem: 


IV. 


Blandule va | friges, friges z Calor offa reliquit ; 
Suſcitet ex oculis fervida gutta meis !- 
Fervida gutta Auit, ſed congelat —_ fluentem : 
: Ah nunc infelix; orbaque mater ego.” 
| V. 

Jam nive congeſt miſers prolabitur exſpes, 
Infandumque gemit, __ dolor intus agit 3 
Tum Jateri natum apponens, atque oſcula hgens 
Suſpicit, et fleftit, morte gravata, caput, 


( 44 ) 
' Tux SON or ALKNOMOOK, 
OR THE Wes 
INDIAN DEATH-SONG. 
mes 
HE "Mm ſets in night, and the lars ſhun the day, 


But glory remains, when their lights fade away: 
Begin ye tormentors z your threats a are in vain: 
For the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never r complain, 
II. 

Remember the arrows, he ſhot from his bow, 
Remember your chiefs, by his hatchet laid low ; 2 
Why fo flow? do you wait, till I ſhrink from the pain? 
No, the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never canals. 
ME 2» 
Remember the wood, where in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps, that we bore from your nation away z 
Now the flame riſes faſt ; you exult in my pain 
But the ſon of Alknonok can never complain, 


( 45 ) 
BELLATORIS INDICI 
© MORIENTIS CARMEN. 


L. 
OCTE cadit Phcebus, fugiunt et ſidera Jucem, 


Fama tamen fulget, cum coeli lumina pallent : 

Surgite, tortores 3 non verba minacia curo : 

Nam fatus Alknomook nunquam dabit ore querelas. 
ER: 

Fingite nunc animis, quz ſpicula miſit ab arcu, 

Fingite, duCtores quos aſcia morte ſubegit, 

Quid atis ? non me poterunt cvory dolores ; 

Non ; fatus Alknomook nunquam dabit oy querelas. 

III. 

Fingite, queis nemorum latebris infedimus altis, 

Quot capitum veſtri ferrum ſpoliavit honores : 

Flamma furit ; vobis liceat candire dolore : 


At fatus Alknomook nullas dabit ore querelas, _ 


F 
{ 
i 
l 
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( 46 ) 
IV. 
I go to the land, where my father is gone, 
His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon ; 
Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from pain: 


And thy ſon, O Alknomook, has ſcorn'd to complain. 


THE DEATH OF ALICO, 
a AFRICAN SLAVE, CONDEMNED FOR REBELLION, 
IN JAMAICA, 1762, 


BY BRYANT EDWARDS, ESQ. OF JAMAICA. 
i font paſt 1--ah ! calm thy * carcs to re ! 
Firm and unmov'd am I 
In freedom's cauſe I bar'd my breaſt, 
In freedom's cauſe I die. 
1. 
Ah! top, thou doſt me fatal wrong, 
Nature will yet rebel ; 


* He addreſſes his wife at the place of execution, 


o _ 


(.. 4- Y 

IV. 
| Quz tenet arva parens, eadem mox arva tenebo ; 
llius et manes mulcebit gloria prolis : 
Mors, ut amica, venit, cruciatils vincula ſolvit : 


Et fatus Alknomook nunquam dedit ore querelas, 


ALI C O, 


MANCIPIUM EX AFRICA IN JAMAICAM ABDUCTUM, 


ET NUNC MORTI DAMNATUM, UXOREM ALLOQUITUR. 


I. 
CTUM <t, O dies tandem lenire dolores ! 
Ecce mihi nullis mens ſubigenda malis ! 
Libertatis amans petii per mille pericla, 
Libertatis amans mortis iniqua fero. 
IL. 
Heu ! cohibe, tales fodiunt mea peCtora queſtus ; 
Quas domui, Curas vox tua \mzſta-cict : 


Nam 


(48 ) 
For I have lov'd thee very long, 
And lov'd twb very well. 
IL. 
To native ſkies and peaceful bow'rs 
I ſoon ſhall wing my way ; 
Where joy ſhall lead the circling hours, 
Unleſs too long thy ſtay. 
By: IV. 
O ſpeed, fair Sun thy courſe divine ; 
My Abala remove 3 
There thy bright beams ſhall ever ſhine, 
And I for ever love: 
= V. | 
| On thoſe bleſt ſhores, a flave no more ! 
In peaceful eaſe Il fray ; - 
- Or rouſe to chace the mountain boar, - 
As unconfin'd as day, 


( 49 ) 

' Nam te, quim longo, te ſum complexus amore ! 
Et, quam fidus erat, tam diuturnus amor. 

= 

Tempus adeft, quo jam nulla prohibente cateni, 
In patriz ccelos, dulciaque arva volo, 

Quo mihi riſura eft felix, ut preterit, hora z 

Si tamen adfueris, l=tior omnis erit. - 

Quin tu, magne parens lucis, devolvere curſus 
Preſe riptos properes, hinc Abalamque move z 

Hine procul in ſedes, queis incorrupta micabit 


| As® Wins pd | 
Lux tua, queis et amor vivet in zva meus : 


V. 
Queis et ego penitus liber longa otia ducam, 


Aut ſeftabor apros per nemus omne vagus z 


H | Nullus 


"00-3 
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No Chriſtian tyrant there is known 
'To mark his ſteps with blood, 
Nor ſable mis'ry's piercing moan 
Reſounds through evny wood ! 
VII. 
Yet I hive heard the melting tongue, | 
Have ſeen the falling tear b- : _ 
Known the good heart by pity wrungy 
Ah! that ſuch hearts are rare !. 
— 
Now, Chriſtian, glut thy: raviſh'd: eyes ! 
I reach the joyful hour 3 
| Now bid the ſcorching flames ariſe, 
And theſe poor limbs devour : 
” IK, 
But, know, pale tyrant, *tis not thine 


Eternal war to wage 3 


Ln. 
Nullus ub!1 furit inviſus pallore tyrannus ; 


Ut libet, aut noſtro terra cruore madet : 


VI. 
Nullus ibi noſtras, lentz ſpeRacula mortis, 
Per ſylvas gemitum triſtem iterare ſolet, 
Hic tamen auditz vous miſerantis, et inter 


Voces nonnunquam lacryma viſa genis ; 


VIl. 
Heu ! modo nonnunquam ; numero nam rarus in iſto, 
Qui flet, et in miſeros mitia corda gerit : 
\ Ergo age, fi poteris, fatia te fanguine noſtro z 


Dum cruciare tuum eft, dam mifer efle meum. 


Fo 


VIII. 
Ergo age, jam circum flammas accende ferales, | 


Corpus et hoc lacerum vis furibunda necet : 


_ Scilicet 


(986; 


'The death, thou giv'ſt, ſhall but combine 


To mock thy baffled rage. 
X, 
O ! death, how welcome to th' oppreſt ! 
Thy kind embrace I crave! 
Thou bring'ſt to mis*ry's boſom reſt, 
| And freedom to the ſlave ! 


mmm_—_ 


MARY's DREAM. 


I. 
— moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 
"That riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed 
Her ſilver light on tow'r and tree : 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea, 


Then 


i 
- 


( -- 
Scilicet hoc poteris ; ſed non conceditur ultra : 
Morte obita, nihil eſt, quod patiamur, adhuc. 
Do _ 1K, 


Ultima tu rerum, requies mortalibus zgris, 


« %m.. 


Me compone tuo, conde, benigna, finu z 
Tu, Mors, ſola potes fluftus ſedare doloris, 


Servitiique jugum frangere ſola potes. 


SOMNIUM MARIE. 
I, 
\ Ttigerat Phoebe ſummi faſtigia montis, 


 Unde falit Devz lene fluentis aqua, 

Fuſaque ab Eoo lux candida vertice, turres 
Tigzaat argento, tinxerat omne nemus : | 
Jamque Maria toro, ſomnis devincta jacebat ; 


Mens de Sandy ſuo plena doloris erat ; 


( 54 ) 
Yr ad lobe eoics 'wied heed 
Say, < Mary, weep no more for me,” 


b.-- 
| She from her pillow cently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
_ And ſaw young Sandy, ſhiv*ring, ſtand, 

With pallid cheek and hollow eye: 
« O Mary dear, cold is my clay, . 

« It lies beneath the ſtormy hs, 
« Far, far bom thee, I ſleep in death, 


| «&. $9 Mary weep no more for me, 


ITE. 
cc Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days, 
« We toſs'd upon the raging main, 
« And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave, 


« But all our ſtriving was in vain: 


( 55 ) 
Cum tefto exilis vox eſt audita filenti, 
« Deſine va ! fletus, chara Maria, tuos.”* 


II. 

Illa caput paulim lecto, perculſa, levabat, 
: Quzſitura velut, quid foret ille ſonus,. 
Sandy videt ſtantem, PU TORY RAN frigore ſpectrum z 

Concavus eſt ocules, palluerantque genz : 
&« Cara Maria! meum domuit mors frigida corpus, 
\« Jamque artus gelidos, offaque pontus habet ; 
« Hine procul, in longum ivvatur lumina ſomnum, 


« Deſine vz! fletus, define, chara, tuos, 


« Tres noCtes, totidemque dies, ſuper o—— ſzxva, 
« Huc, illuc, quaſſam diſpulit unda ratem ; - 
&« Nitgmur adverſ1, longum tulimuſque laborem, 


« Omnis nequicquam ſed fuit iſte labor. 


( 56 ) 
« E'en then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
« My heart was fill'd with love for thee. 
« The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt, 
| © So Mary weep no more for me. 
7 IV. 
. © O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
« We ſoon ſhall meet upon. that ſhore, 
« Where "au is free from doubt and care, 
Kc And thou and I ſhall part no more.” 
Loud crow'd the cock—the ſhadow fled ; 
| No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee 3 ; 
But ſoft the paſling ſpirit ſaid, 


<< do Mary weep no more for me.” 


8 7 
« At tunc, membra mihi gelidus cum perculit horror, 
« Tunc etiam caluit peCtore hdus amor 3 
« Actum eft, tempeſtas ſiluit, nunc ipſe quieſco, 
« Define vz ! fletus, deſine, chara, tuos. 
c— 
« Nec tibi longa mora eſt ; aderis dulciffima virgo 
« Nos melior ſedes, oraque lzta manet, 
« Qui ſecurus amor ; Nec mors disjunget amantes, 
| « Nec mentem poterit ſollicitare timor.” 
Signa dedit cantu gallus : diſceflit imago : 
Et nuſquam potuit cernere Sandy ſuum, 
Lene ſed increpitans, dum rhvrerbliur umbra, 


« Define,” ait, « fletus, chara Maria, tuos.” 


'R WINI- 


2 
> 


( 38 ) 


WINIFREDA. 


I. 
| | - Ska ! let nought to love diſpleaſing, 
My Winifreda, move your care ; 
Let nought delay the heavenly blefling, 
| Nor ſqueamiſh pride, nor gloomy fear. 
IL. 
What tho? no grants of royal donors, 
With pompous titles, grace our blood ; 
- Well ſhine in more ſubſtantial honours, 
And, to be noble, we'll be good. 
Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Will fweetly ſound where-e'er *tis ſpoke ; 
- Andall the great ones, they ſhall wonder, 
' How they reſpeR ſuch little folk. 


IV. 


( 59 ) 
WINIFRED A 


I. 
INC procal, hinc abſit, quicquid perturbet amo- 


Sollicitet mentem nil, Winifreda, tuam ; [rem, 
Nil, nil, quod poſlis, tardet cceleſtia dona ; 
Si quid faſtus obeſt, exue, ſive metus. 
IL. 
Nulla licet noſtrum ditarit eratia regum, 
Nulla licet decorent nomina clara genus, 
Nos tamen innocuos illuftrat gloria vera ; 
Puri luce micat, nam bonitate micat, 
IIL. 
Nomina, dum virtus nobis ſit ſola voluptas, 
Lzta per ora virum ſuavior aura feret ; 
Nos quoque laudabunt, humilis miracula vitz, 
Magnates, omnis neſcius, unde probat. 


IV. 


( 66 ) 
TE. -. 
What though from fortune's laviſh bounty 
No mi ohty treaſures we poſlels, 
We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be content without excels, 
Still ſhall each returning ſeaſon 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give ; 
| For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live. 
Nt; 

Thro? youth and age, in love excelling, 
We'll hand in hand together tread ; 
Sweet-ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 

And babes, ſweet ſmiling babes, our bed, 
= VL i: 
| How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 
While round my knees they fondly clung ; 


© 8 
W Quanquam non faveat nobis fortuna benigna, 
Et parca dederit munera parva manu z 
Anguſtos intra fines viventibus adit 
Mens contenta domi, quod ſatis, illa dabit. 
V. 
Quando vices anni renovabunt tempora gratas, 
Delicids referent tempora quzque novas ; 
Nam vitz ſemper ratio reget equa tenorem. 
 Utque decet, ratio vivere ſola docet. 
VI. 
Ut primis, ſic dum virtus illuxerit annis 
 Supremis, placida pace petemus iter ; 
Nam menſz conſors, aderit concordia nobis, 
| Atv tori, ſoboles dulcia mille nas; 
VII. 
Quim penitas, penitus dile&tos corde fovebo, 
Dum parvo niſu crura paterna tenent, 


Dum | 


( 6 ) 
T o ſee them look their mother's features, 
To hear them liſp their mother's tongue. 
VII. 


And when with envy time tranſported, 


Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And Tl go'a wooing in my boys. 


Taz BEGGAR's PETITION. 
TDITY the forrows of a poor old man, 


Whoſs-elellling fide have Varne him to your | 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpanz [door, 


Oh ! give relief, and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 
II. OE 
Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty beſpeak, 
Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years ; 
| And 


 @ } 
Dum vultus referunt maternos on tenelia, 
Maternas voces balbaque lingua reſert. 
_ 
Et noſtrz quando venit aol, vetuſtas . 
Sortis, deproperans demere cuncta bona, 
Te pulcram agnoſcet natas petitura juventus, 


Nati quaſque petunt, has pater ipſe petam. 


PAUPERIS PETITIO. 
4 ler 2l 
gone + longos miſerere dolores, | 


Vix hc, qui vix ad limina membra nrabes 
Cui lux vitalis properat demergier umbris ; 
dic Di perſolyant przemia, fer, fer opem. 
IL * 


En! tibi tam lacerum tegmen me monſtrat egenum, 


. Confectumque annis tempora ſparſa nive ; 


Plurimus 


( & ) 
' And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek + 
Has been the channel.to-a flood of tears. 
Yon houſe, erected on the riſing ground, - © #7? 

With tempting aſpe&t, drew me from my road ; 
For Plenty. there a reſidence has found, | 

And Grandeur a magnificent abode. - 

| Tv. 

Hard is the 'fate of the infirm and poor.! _ .. 

Here, as I crav'd a morſel'of their bread, | 
A pamper'd menial drove me from the door, 

To ſeek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 

-* 3 8420759 254 oh 
Oh ! take me:to your hoſpitable dome-z TY 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold | ! 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, : 
For I am poor, and miſerably old. 

_ Should 


( 65 ) 
Plurimus ore meo ſulcus, quo flumina manent, 
Flumina, que totids fudit acerba dolor. 
Qus domus.iſta jugis acclivibus alta videtur, 
Traxit ed ſpecies pertida, ſpeſque pedem ; 
Has fibi ſecuras delegit Copia ſedes, 
Has intra fuJget Pompa ſuperba fores. 
Po OR ETIOY © PRINT 
Ab! ſors infelix-inopi, fefſoque ſeneQt4'! 
Dum miſer hic menſ# fragmina parva rogo,. 
Inflatus foribus pinguedine ſervus abegit ; 
«IJ procil hinc, dixit,' tecta minora pete.” 
IMs Eo 


Ne mihi perfugium, -tua tea benigna-recules, ' - 


Quem premit hac Borez vis, : penetratque gelu z- | 


Jam jamque in tumulo mez membra ſenilia ponam, 


Et mors conficiet tzdia, morſque preces. - 
| LY 


VI, 


(8 *) 
: OV. 
Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 
If oft humanity e'er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not with-hold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity would not be repreſt, | 
Nh, 'VIL » 
Heav'n ſends miaedteries; why ſhould we repine ? 
*Tis heav'n has brought me to the Rate you ſee ; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The child of ſorrow and of miſery. 
En. 
A little farm was my paternal lot; 
| Then, like the lark, I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 
But ah ! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn z 
5; 
My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 


Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 


(87-3 
VI. 
Si, bone, collibuit tantos audire labores, 
' Humane ſortis tam miſeranda mala, 
Gutta memor noſtri ſfaltem ſtillabit ab ore, 
Succurreſque malis, 11 tua corda movent. 
VII. 
Di Ratuunt adve rſa, et ſunt patienda 3 mihique 
Arbitrio ſortem Di ſtatyere ſuo 
Atque tibi forſan neQit crudelia fatum, 
Te, moriture, manet non fugienda dies. 
a ns YT 
Tempus erat, lztus quo patria rura colebam, 
| Gratabar reducem tunc, ut alauda, diem ; 
Eheu | ſed caſulam mihi vis invidit iniqua, 
Et periit morbo grex meus, igne ſeges. 
i 
Reſtabat ſenii ſpes ultima, chara puella, 
Quam mihi ſubduxit perfidus arte mali ; 


Perhdus 


Ca) 
Is caſt, abandon'd, on the world's wide ſtage, | 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam : | 

| A. 
My tender wife, ſweet ſoother of my care! | | 
Struck with fad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell, ling'ring, fell a vidim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretchedneſs and me. 
Rs Xl, 


Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, | 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 


wm 


Oh! give relief, and heay*n will bleſs your lors: 


* Written 


& 6): 


Perfidus atque illam triviis projecit egentem, 


Ve vitz reliquum, publica prada, trahat. 
| X. 

Non tulit hoc, onerum confors, fidiffima-conjux, 
| Non tulit hoc conjux tot peritura malis ; 
Langueſcens tandem ſuperis diſceflit ab oris, 

Liquit, et oh ! liquit tzdia longa mihi, 

_ Xl. 

Pauperis annoſi longos miſerere dolores, 

Vix hc, qui vix ad Innivia membra traho, 
Cut lux vitalis properat Jdiergies umbris ; 


dic Di perſolyant przmia, fer, fer opem. 


'DE 


(0: 


Written in a CoTTAace GARDEN, at a village in 
| LorRAinz and occaſioned by a tradition concerning 


a TREE of ROSEMARY. 
FROM LANGHORN E. 
ARBUSTUM LOQUITUR. 
7: 
O*, 'Thou, whom Love and Fancy hes - 
To wander near this woodland hill, 
| Tf ever Muſic ſmooth'd thy quill, 
| Or Pity wak'd thy gentle reed, 
Repoſe beneath my humble tree, 
If thou lov'ſt Simplicity, 
Il. 
-; Stranger, if thy lot is laid 
In toilſome ſcenes of buſy life; 
Full forely may'ſt thou rue the {rife 
Of weary paſſions ill repaid. 


DE RORE MARIN 0. 
ARBUSTUM LOQUITUR. 


; I. 
{ quem ſuaſit amor, quem l:ti gaudia ruris, 


Hzc nemoroſa vagum per juga ferre pedem, 
di modo dulcifonos poteris componere verſus, 
| Vel tua protulerit fiſtula triſte melos, 
Huc ades ; hic humilique mea requieſce ſub umbri, 

Si f* tangat Simplicitatis amor. 

Advena, permultos forsan ſortite labores ! 

Ah! quoties vitam cura, timorque premunt |! 
Dumque i ſemper diverſi lite fati gas, 
Tu bellum, quod nil proficit, uſque geris. 

, En 


(pa ) 
In a garden live like me, 
MM thou lov'ſt Simplicity. 
1. - 
Flow'rs have ſprung for many a year 
Over the village-maiden's exavs,; 
Who a memorial-ſprig to fave, 
 _ Boreit from a ſiſter's bier 3 
And homeward walking, wept o'er me 
The true tears of Simplicity : 
IV 
And ſoon her cottage-window near 
With care my ſlender ſtem ſhe plac'd, 
And fondly thus her grief embrec'd, 
And cheriſh'd fad remembrance dear ; 
For Love ſincere, and F riendiip free, 
- Are children of Simplicity, 


1:6) - 
En ! age, fit mecum ſedes tibi dulcis in __ 


Si mentem __ Simplicitati amor, 


DE | _IL 

Hic me jampridtm poſuit defunCta Puella, 
Cui ſuper inſtratam flos variavit humum : 

Germanz memor illa fm, | me funebre vimen 
Servandum curk rettulit ex feretro ; 

| Ft tards redeuns flevit miſerabile fatum, : 
Et lacryme, lacryme Simplicitatis erant "8 

IV. 
Et juxti tuguri pary& me deinde feneſtri 


Sedula virgultum luxuriare dedit : 


Hzc (quam chara fibi |) coluit monimenta doloris, 


Heu ! coluit fido corde, doloris amans, 
Nam fincera Fides, Amor et victurus in zvum 


Perpetui comites Simplicitatis erunt. 


L 


( 74 ) 
V. 

When paſt was many a painful day, 
Slow pacing o'er the village-green, 
In_white were all its maidens ſeen, 

And bore my guardian-friend away. - 
And wet was ev'ry eye to ſee 
The grave of ſweet Simplicity. 

ky vl 

- One gen'rous ſwain her heart apprav'd, 

A youth, whoſe fond and faithful breaſt 

With many an artleſs ſigh confeſt, 

| In nature's language, that he loy'd.— 
But, ſtranger, *tis no tale for thee, 
Unleſs thou lov'ſt Simplicity. 

OMe 
He died :—and ſoon her lip was cold, 


| And ſoon her roſy cheek was pale, 


9 
%, 


The 


(98-2 
V. 
Tranfierat jam multa dies, quum pompa ſororum 
Longo per campos ordine duRta fuit, 
Et tarde, niveis indutz veſtibus, ibant, 
Terra et prazfidium depoſuere meum : 
Et nemo comitum conſpexit lumine ſicco 
Funus, nam funus Simplicitatis erat. 
VI, 
Paſtorem ſermpar virgo dilexerat unum, 
Cujus erat conſtans et diuturna hides ; 
Multaque ſuſpirans Juvenis narravit amorem 3 
Talia nam profert peCtore fidus amor. 
Sed tibi quid dico ? non ad te pertinet, hoſpes : 
Ni tibi {it-cordi Simplicitatis amor, 
VII. 
Ille obiit 3 vultus hujus quoque vita reliquit, 


Oraque frigebant, palluerantque genz. 


: of” 


Ruricolz 


(.76 ) 
The village wept to hear the tale, 
When for, both the ſlow bell toll'd ; 
Beneath yon flow'ry turf they 
The lovers of Simplicity. 
VII. 
Yet one boon haye I to craye z 
Stranger, if thy pity bleed, 
Wilt thou do one tender deed, : 
And ftrew my pale flow'rs o'er their graye ? j 
So lightly lie the turf on thee, 
Becauſe thou loy'& Simplicity ! 


(30-7 
Ruricolz auditum lugebant, nuncia mortis 
Cum campana grayem fudit utrique ſonum, 
Aggere ſub viridi, quo cernis, uterque quieſcit, 
Queis inerat purus Simplicitatis amor, We 
"RY Wm - 
O te, quiſquis ades, munus non grande repoſco ; 
Num tibi quid pectus triſtia verba movent ? 
Pignora certa dabis, fi tantum perficis, hoſpes, 
$1 candente FIND flore ſepulcra toxin : | 
Sic leviter ceſpes viridis tua contegat ofla, 


Cui tam purus inet Simplicitatis amor, 


"0 90-3 


EDWINUS ET EMMA. 


EX ANGLICO POEMATE, Vivz Marr, 


: On ſinus extremz patuit convallis, in umbra 


Sylvarum ſteterant limina parva caſze ; 
Pulchrior, hanc tenuit pacis, ſedemque falutis 
Emma roſa, matris cars belts bonz 3 
Heu ! vetule matri votum jam reſtitit unumy 
Emmz vita ſuz proſpera, rk ſibi. 
Purpura per malas rubuit mollifima ſuaves, 
Sic Aurora noyo verna rubore micat. 
Noftri ruris honor ! te tl. ſuperbia temnat : 
Dat ſua ſol gemmz# lumina, datque roſe. 
Confnnbus amor juvenes, tabeſque puellas 
Invidiz, palma deficiente, dolor. 
Neſcia ſplendoris, ſplendebat clarior omni ; 
Venit et Edwinus, qui petit hancce roſam. 


Non artes norat ; radios fibi lumina molles 


Vibrarunt 


(0-3 


Vibrirunt, animi figna ſerena boni. 


| Mutua jamque novos agnoſcunt corda calores, 
Queis nihil efſe doli caſtus uterque putat 
Szpe et jucundi carpebant gaudia aces; oY 
Gaudia crudelis ſors diuturna negat. 
Nam foror Edwini, oi mens liyoris et odi 


- Plena fuit, fzevi concipit arte dolos ; 


Quin et nulla patrem pietas, clementia nulla 


Mollit ; non ſaxum durius, autor opum. 


ON 


YI; = 7 
[ = -” 1=— 5 


Viderat ille did alternas jam paſcere flammas, 
Viderat ille dit paſcere, corde ferus 3 
At tandem ulterids vetuit producere amores : 
Edwini peCtus prelia quanta trahunt ! 
Impete diverſo motus, non juſſa recuſat, 
Sed raglt inj uſſu pectore fixus amor. ; 
Spe tegunt ſentes inter dumeta vagantem, 
{Nam pater irata viſere voce vetat) 


 Fraude. 


("00-2 

Fraude notare proba veſtigia ſzpe ſolebat, 
Quo lacrymoſa pedes contulit Emma faos $ 

Sepe ctiam errabat lunz fub luce malignd; 
Exſpirans ariito triſtia multa gravi. 

Quo fuit ore decor, miferi nunc pallor amantis : 
(Languida fic ventis lia quaſſa cadunt) | 

Jamque angore animos fero cruciante, parentes 
Impendent nato, quem mala fata premunt. 

Ora rigant lacrymis, votis ccelumque fatigant ; 

Ah! quid vota juvant, quid lacrymzve juvant ? 

c Ah! morior z morior ; pia fr clementia (clamat) 
- Corda movet, mzſtis, oh ! mihi cara, precor, 

c Adﬀet nunc oculis, ſchitjer mihi ſola voluptas P 
Aditat, maita manum jam tenet ipſa manu, 

Et gelidam ſpargit lacrymis ; aurora cadenti 
Narciffo roris fic nova ſpargit aquas. 

At malefida foror verba anxia comprimit Emm, 


Quz 


(- ). 

Que diQura fuit 3 (ve ! fuit atra ſoror) 

© O dilete mihi juvenis, mihi vivito, vivito care.” 
Exſpes inde domum vix trahit Tana pedes. 

Aura fopuldhiretinit luſtranti fri da ſpirat, 
Et bubo mortis carmina voce ftrepit ; | 

Note ſub Edwinus (fic mens ſua territa fingit) 
Quoque rubo volitat, quoque "IAN VA gemit. 

Nunc ſola et turbata metu, loca facra ſilentiim 
Tranfierat, matris pertigeratque domum, | 

Cum campana gravis przſagas perculit aures, 
Et fatum ventis triſte ſonare dedit. 

© Actum eſt : exclamat ; fugit pulcherrimus ille, 
Et mihi non poſthac conſpiciendus crit. 

Ah! jam diſruptum, cor jam mihi peQora pulſat :* 


Dixit, et inflexit morte gravata caput. 


( 8. ) 
DE TEMPESTATIBUS, 
QUZ NUPER ET CREBRO PLAGAM INDIZ 
| OCCIDENTALEM VEXAVERUNT. 


- XPwy TEC anus | Bevxin dI'nxw 


 Hapaprrgras Bpovrns 
Exiery d avemwy TVEVKATR TAHYTUY , 


L2ESCHYL. 


I EU miſeros ! cecidere adeo mortalia rerum 
Vallibowmn furiis ? Qua panditur Atlantzum 
Z£quor, et inde frequens nudo nunc inſula ſurgit | 
Littore, Muſa, ferz recolas monumenta procellz. 
Ergo etiont terris, quas circum flammea cceli 
Zona premit, ſoliſque jubar ferit tmpete refo, 
Sepius his ſuper arma Deus minitantia praſens | 
Explicat ; hic nubes -cavidhi longo agmine aquarum, 


Fulminis hic ſevas vires, hic murmura czca 


Inque 


("48 2 
Inque cavis terre penitus, perque aera nigrum, vF 
Et conjuratos rapido vexamine ventos. 

Sic fer Cycladibus numen donavit honores 
Occiduis, hinc et felicia rura colotuis | 
 Canniferas ſperat meſſes. Quando wa zſtus 
Jam propior, flexuſque obeat rota fervida ſolis 
Canceris ad metas, ſolennia ſigna precatur 
Incola follicitus z vix formidabile fulgur 
Szpe adeo ſplendere videt ſub note ſerend, 
Et, fi quando tegat nubes tonitralia cli, 
Scintillare i ignes, circumque tluders pulchro 
Continuos motu. Sed ſpes arreRa ſubinde, | 
Ac timor invadit mentem, ne ſevior inſtet 
Tempeſtas, ſimul ac ſpirent incerta plagarum 
Flamina, quz dudim Phcebi lenire ſolebant 
Ardorem placida, radentia nota vial, 
Haud equidem memorare libet quas faucibus undas 


_ Hauriat 


( 84 ) 
 Hauriat exſuccis tellus, quz flumina montes_ 
Verticibus volvant, hinc quantaque confluat arvis 

| Eluvies, quis culta fovet, velut ille Canopi 

 Ditat agros, tumefactus aquis czleſtibus, amnis. 
Hzc libuit meminifſe olim, cum letior illine 

Herbarum decor, et ſylvis rediviva comatis 

Gloria z cum felix cannis revireſceret ordo. - 

Namque herbis fuit ille decor, qui Theſlala Tempe, 

Veſtivitque Ennee faltus ; fuit arbore fruftus, 

Qualia curvarunt ramos flaventia poma 

Heſperidum fylvis ; fuit et pulcherrimus ordo 

Cannarum, pretioſa quibus ſua mella liquebant. 
Nunc vero informes terre : ſpatiata per apros 

Aura levis nuſquim tes reſpirat odores ; 

Nunc per nuda loci, nuſquam florentia citris, 

Antiquas fedes, volitat defeſſa eokanbs, 

| Quodque refert murnnar, dedit gemebunda dolori. 

| £: = Quin 


(. 85 ) 
Quin, ubi diſciſi muſe ſub fronde ruina- - 


| Parva latet tuguri, juxta vagus incola viſus, 
Mancipium : tacitus ſtupuit, dein lumine verſa 

In res confraCtas, ſecum complorat inanem 
Culturam, dominique vices dum ſpeCtat acerbas, | 
Ipſe, ſuis orbus, patrias reminiſcitur oras. 

Hzc vero cladis cath ſigna fuerunt : 
Sanguineis czpit maculis ſuffundier ora + 
Phozbeum ſidus, cujus cum flamma receſlit, | n 
there ceu ſaturata nimis, majora videri 
Aftra polo ; nebulz ſummo de vertice montis 
Amotz ; feduſque lacu vapor ortus in auras, 

Nec non Oceani fluftu : mox dira ſonare 
Auditum nemus, et rupes mugire Cavernis. | 
Ventorum, quod quifſque valet, dominata vicifim 
Flabra ſuas vires ——_ conſtitit imber 


Fulmineus, 


(86 ) 
Fulmineus, penitus clo nimboſa ruit nox z 
Horror et inſedit tacitus terriſque, marique. 
Protinas intumuit ſubter molimine venti 
Oceanus, fervetque alliſo gurgite littus. 
Jam rupit ſua clauſtra Notus, nigrantibus alis 
Corripuit czlum, necnon commiſcuit imbres 
Flumineos, ruit et longe vehementior Eurus. 
Hos inter mags deſzvit conflicta procella, 
Ingeminat tonitru, lato torrentior ignis 
Limite deſcendit, tenebras fulgore recludens. 
En! procul e portu, qui dudum navita littus 
Appulerat, ſperans nimirum opulenta referre 
Multa rati, Jamaica, tuis quz vellera lanz 
| Caneſcunt lucis, aut quos vindemia felix 
Indica profundit latices ; per vaſta volavit 


Undarum, correptus ad #thera, pronus ad ima 


Equora, vela legit fruſtra, moderamina clavi 


 Occupat 


OR, 

Occupat incaſsam ; lacerata antenna, furenti 
Fulmine deflagrat puppis, pluvioſa ruina 
Ingruit, et pelagi fluctus totam obruit ingens, 

At ſolus jam flabra regit Notus ipſe tyrannus, 
Horridior nimbis propior tonat, omnia torquet 
Indomitus 3 quin et Borez violentia tandem 
Vaſtatrix ſevit. Quis jam fragor increpat aures 
Littoreus ? nemus immugit, ſub pondere fleCtit 
Arboreum robur, divulſaque $rachia jactat. 
Quid coco proſunt frondes, quz teCta parabant 
Indigenis ? quid vel fruCtus, ſylveſtria pocla, 
Ipla ſuo letis epulis candentia potu ? 
Quid moror ? effrznis turbo deformat amznas 
Valles, et juxta placidos plantaria rivos : 
Jamque etenim contorta gravi fridore feruntur 
Arbuſta, atque alios campos inſternit arundo. 


Vertice tolluntur rapido fraCta arma laborum, 


Saxoſz 


a8) 

| Saxoſz moles tolluntur ; pariete nudo 
Stat domus, aut jam fumat humi collapſa repent?, 
Atque homunum ſub morte premit trepidantia membn, 
Heu ! .quid agant, fi quos nondium ſua limina letho 
Condiderint ? qud firma ferant veſtigia? terrent 
Et fragor, et gemitus, et fata extrema ſuorum, 
Quznam teRa petant? Caſulz, de vertice turres 
Corrueruntz nec fida ſatis ſunt znea belli 

Mzniz, mortali jamdudzm invicta furore. 

| Interea ſubter pedibus cults remugit 

| Vix adeo miror, quod nune fabrefacta domorum 
Tedta ruant : ftabilita ſacro fundamine tellus 

| Tpfa labat, trepidat quaſlata ex ſedibus altis, 
Clauſa v1 tumet, aut vaſto ſe pandit hiatu. 


Nulla ſalus : campis pariter viciſque pericla, 
Horriſonz paſsim fſtrages ; quin plura videres 
Funera, 


* 
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Funera, quin lacrymas rerum, quas fxda' tenebris 


Nox tegit, aut partim develant fulgura clo. 
At tandem ventis vacat ; et ſperata diei 
Lux redit ; oh ! quam grata illis, quos pace quieti 
Compoſitos, revocatque alacres ad munia vitze! * 
Sed ciet ad luctus, ſevz ſpeCtacula cladis, 
Quod ſupereſt hominum : lugent direpta laborum 
Premia, nudatoſque lares, meſſeſque revulſas. 
« Ah! quoties, Columbe, tuas divina procella 
Vexavit terras, quoties, velut exul, in arvis 
Incola ſtat propriis, mergique voragine vaſt | 
Res videt, aut cumulos necis, aut deſerta locorum ! 
Ah! quianam czli rabies ?—ſed littora cunQti 
(S1 quid opis reſtat) linquamus, que vovet ira 
Numinis excidio ſedes meliore petamus 
Alite ; fi lateant, quas non ſcelerata cupido, 


Quas victu faciles nunquam vis invida turbat 


N entorum 2: 


"CW I 
Ventorum : procul et multas pacata recondit 
Auftralis plaga : ridet ibi felicior annus, 
Sylvarumque quies, placidumque ad littora murmur. 
Non rapit has furor zthereus, non impia circum 
Semotas ſtrepitant humana tonitrua gentes, 
Quid ſtamus ?—mentes etiam dulcedine nota 
_  Vincimur ; fractas quanquam, libet uſque tueri 


Fortunas, ſparsim cognataque funera campis.”” 


DE HALSEWELL NAUFRAGIUM PASSA, 


USSOS lzta maris tractus invaſerat Halſewell, 
Et minime inſtantis conſcia cladis erat. 

_ « Vos, Britonum colles, et vos valeatis, amici!” 
Dixerat, ad patriam non reditura ſuam. 

Jam vix orta fuit primo Portlandia curſu, 


Cum ſubito preſfit turbine Divus eam. 


_ 
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Quz tibi, ventorum rex, indignatio mentem 
Cepit ? cur furiis ata fremebat hyems ? 
Quid, quid ſve pater, tantum peccaverit in te, 
Heu ! tantas clades, funera tanta merens ? 
Nam tuus erupit Boreas, et turbidus Eurus, 
#quora contorſit : fic jubet ira tua. 
Invadunt navim ; trabes ruptzque feruntur 
FluCtibus, heu ! vitz jam via ſola viris. 
Certatim has na&ti, luQtantur in zquore pauci, 


Vel ſcopulos prendunt, .vel moriuntur aquis. 


Pallent in puppi pars cetera morte futura, 


Nee pelago fifi, numina ſurda vocant. 
Naufragus interea ſtridor, mezſtique tumultus 
_ Miſcentur paſsim, femineuſque dolor. 


Ipſe tenens clavum confraftum immobilis aſtas 


Dux ; at in hos fluctus quid tua cura valet ? 
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En! natz patris lateri pereuntis adherent : 


Non q 


( 92 ) 
Non lacrymz patris, non pia vota juvant 
Forma nec ipſarum potuit te, Dive movere : 


Amplexu vinctos devorat unda fimul. 


NOCET EMPTA DOLORE VOLUPTAS. 


0” prope jam medium ci conſcenderat orbem, 
| Cum trahat ex lefto languida membra nepos. 

Heu ! ſomnis ſubeuns, ſtimulos ſub peRore verſat 
Anxietas, vitze bediaque zgra fovet. 

« Me miferum ps ingemuit : « poſthac mihi nulla vo- 
« Tempora decipient gaudia nulla mea? [luptas ! 

« Omnia guſtavi; tunc omnia xcerda fuerunt - 
« Et modo nunc fxces, tzdia longa, manent. 

« Adde, quod ante diem venit imbecilla ſeneQtus, 
« Morborum et corpus conhcit agmen atrox. | | 

_ « Olim fama abiit, nullo reparabilis evo 


« Totus 


Con 7 


« Totus enim in luxu deliciiſque fui. 


« Quo tendam, dubito : viſam de more tabernas ? 
« Txdia non Bacchus longa lavare valet. 
« An ganeas ? illic memini periiile pudorem : 
« Adfſunt, quicquid adeſt, tzdia longa mihi ; 
» Et veneres et vina meo corrupta ſapori.— 
6: Akt quid agam ? Tu mors tzdia ſola moves.; 
« Mors optata, veni.” —Dedit iſta noviflima verba, 


Abftulit atque animam, txdiaque gra "OY 


AMANTIUM IRZ AMORIS REDINTEGRA- 
TIO BST. -- 
(ons cum fida fidicen communia vitze 


Gaudia cognorat, jurgia mixta joco. 
Aſt Deus, aut ipſ1 miſeris (quz cauſa, profari 


Muſa vetat) tandem prelia ſzeva cient. 


( oe 3 


Jam voces, ceu tela, volant, et multa viciffim 


Vulnera dant ; miſſas audit uterque dolens. 
Jamque toro nolunt poſthac concumbere in uno; 
Sed fruſtra : fuit his unicus ille torus. 
At dormire ſimul nolunt, citharaque cubile 
Diſſociant ; medius limes et iſta tori. 
Sed quondim in ſomnis noCtu cum ſternuat ille, 
Illa ſtatim clamat, © numen adeſto tibi ! 
© Num veras profers voces ?? fic ille ; refertque 
Conjux, © Quod voluit mens mihi, verba ſonant.? 
© Siccine tu dicis, duciſque ex peCtore verba ? 


Grata ſonant : abſit limes et iſte tori.” 


——_— 


DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO. 


"IN ! date vos Britoni ; pauper, mancus, pede 
Miles, qui vicit plurima, pauca petit, [claudus 
Haud 
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Haud oraviora queror, non vitz triſtia fata, 
Non aſtra;z ex uſu vix foret, iſta queri. 
Neſcio, quis genitor, materve : ergaſtula parvum 


More ſuo- (parvo daps mihi nulla fuit) 


Eduxere ; quoad potui, perferre labores 
Juſſerunt ; abiit, venit et alma dies, 
Mox labor accrevit ſed tum mihi ſortion tas 
Acceſlit; peragens munia lztus eram. 
Prelia grafſari tandem, quum milite princeps 
Indiget, et, quos vult, cogit in arma Vagos : 
Quos inter, non pro meritis, trahor, atque revinctis 
Conftringor manibus, donec in arma vocor. 
Heus ! vocor—arma fero liber, certamina pugne 
 Audeo ; mens ardet pro patriaque mori. 


In Gallos quoties nayalia fulmina noſtrz 


Direxere manus, funera quanta dedi !. 
ded mox ipſe vices ſubeo, confracaque membra 


Perpetior : 


( 96 ) 


Perpetior : dolor heu ! cedimus indecores. 


Nunc imbelle pecus, navis detrudimur imo, 
 Dumque fames intas, febris et zgra furit. 
Hic itidem felix videor, quem nulla peredit 

Eſuries : febris diſpulit gra famem. 
Littora pertigimus ; tenebris et carcere captos, 

Relliquias cladis, ſpes fovet alma diu. 
At tandem rapimus vectem, nudique necamus 
Cuſtodes ; portu ſolvimus atque ratem. 
Atque iterum Ilzti patrias inviſimus oras, 

Et, quotquot poſſunt, prelia plura cient, 
Sed me, quod doleo, jam tardat inutile corpus, 
Quod jam ſola levet veſtra benigna manus. 
Qualia me paſſum ndſtis—communia fata : 


Rex vivat, vobis falvaque membra ſient.” 


VERSUS 


( 97 ) 
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VERSUS CHORICT, 
EX FABULA SOPHOCLIS, SCILICET, 
EDIPODE COLONEO DESUMPTI, 


HE acceſti pedibus ſecundis, 
| Qua facri candet regio Coloni ; 


" 
* 
il 
1] 
th 


j 
W 
AJ 
Wi 
"og 
hi 
LH 


bt 
BY 

44 
26 
F dt 66 
"IS 
: t 
[IN 


wr ”—_— m _ 


_— 


Uber hzc tellus, validzque prolis 
Mater equorum 3 

Inter umbroſas Philomela valles 

Gaudet argutos' iterare cantus, 

Cui ſuper texunt hederz virenti 

Fronde coronam ; 

Avii luci, foliis nigrantes, 

Quos nec TN "0 Boreas, nec Auſftr ; 

Bacchus hic ducit, ſociique cztus 
Notte choreas ; 


Rore Narciſſus bene fotus almo 


Semper hic florum procreat racemos, 


() Un de 
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Unde neQtuntur ſuperis Deabus 

Serta quotannis z 
Et crocus fert auricomos honores, 
Obftrepunt fontes vigilique lapſu, 
Ame Cephiſus rigat inde campos 

_ Plemior ammis ; 

Quin, ubi flumen, Jove non negante, 
Volvitur, campi pariunt feraces, 
Quos amant Muſz, Venus atque fidens 

 Viſere geſtit. 
Aſie nuſquim regione creſcit, 
Dorica nuſquim Felopis videtur, 
_ hac noſtra viguit timenda 

Hoſtibus arbor : : 
Nemo tentavit, juvenis, ſenexve, 
Impio ferro ruere hanc olivam ; 


| Aſpicit lumen Jovis, et Minerve 


Provida Cura. 


Alteram 
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Alteram laudem memorare poſlum ; 
Dona quz Divi tribuere nobis : 
Czteras preſtat ratibuſque, equiſque 
Terra Coloni. 

Tu decus noftrum, maris O ſupreme 
ReQor, in tantum ſtudio tuliſti : 
Et ferox durum quadrupes recepit 

Te duce, frenum : 
Navitz remi manibuſque pulli 
Incito motu volitant per xquor, 
Et, velut Nymphis comites marinis, 


_ Cxrula verrunt, 


(--n00_) 
EX ANTIGONE. 


MNE, vel nummos, ſuperas, Cupido z 
Os Excubas vultu tenero puellz ; 
Alta perluſtras marium, foveſque 
Paſcua lzta, 

Nemo te vitet gelida carentiim 
Morte ; FE vita eſt ſpatium diel, 
Nemo : queis ſubdis ſtimulos, F PIORO FE 

\.._ Corda furore. 
Tu trahis juſtos ad iniqua faCta, 
Triſte tu conflas odium antpinguls ; 
vIc movet mentes oculis decora 

| Nubila virgo. 

Judices inter, ſolio potenti 
Aflidens, miſces veneranda jura : 
Hunc enim ludum Venus inſolentem 


Ludere gaudet, 


ENGLISH POEMS. 


: A PRO- 
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A PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN BEFORE THE EXERCISES AT THE 
BREAKING UP OF CHESTER SCHOOL, 178, 


M* maſter, who has whims (for who is clear ') 


Calling me forth to crave your patient ear, 


Terms this his court of ſeſſion for the year. 
 Commiſſion'd, then, I venture to proclaim It 

© Oyez ”—a gaol-deliv*ry, ſhall I name it ? [ware :'— 

« No, youngſter, no :? He frowns, and - cries © Be- 

But, ſpite of "TIER or taſks, for once I'll dare 

To prove my alluſion juſt. Survey theſe walls ; 

Their joyleſs bound full many a wretch enthralls. 

Here the long months, the little pris'ner fits, 

Here, trembling, gnaws and cons his book by fits : 

While ever and anon, the plaintive cry ' 


Of ſuff”ring brethren draws his plaintive eye. 


_ Hard 


(163) 

Hard fate ! but often to this bliſsful day, 
'Thro? the dull glooms of time, his wiſhes ſtray z 
And, as the ſtick its leſs'ning notches ſhews, 
His gladden'd heart forgets its load of RY 

Again, to prove the ſad alluſion true, 
The grate-like windows of our prifon view. 
Does the full day-light hurt a ſchool-boy's brain, 
That thus it ſtruggles thro* th? encruſted pane ? 
Why do thoſe * envious walls the light exclude ?— 


Why—truth and day-light wou'd too much intrude ; 


Then would the tell-tale ſun, or curious eye, 
This ſcene of ſhame, and fear, and grief deſcry. 
Frown not, my worthy audience, at my prating : 


This phraſe of gaol-deliv'ry, tho* fo grating, 


Fl 


* Many of the ſchool windows have been reduced to leſs than half 


* their original fize, 


{( 104 ) 


I'll hold it valid beyond all denial; 
For ſome of us are brought to take our trial. 
See there my fellow-culprits in their places: 
Ah! how ſuſpenſe and terror wick their faces !. 
| Bad ſymptoms theſe ! but ſure, the breaſt of youth 
| No inmate knows, fave innocence and truth. 
| If put on their defence, they ſoon wou'd ſay, 

"That not their guilt, but you their ſouls diſmay, 
That honeſt fears, which this dread court imparts, . | 
Blanch their young cheeks, and Autter at their hearts, 
Hear them, however : for they'll come before ye, 
Imploring mercy from their + judge and jury. : 

E P I- 


+ Biſhop Porteus, who was preſent, 


( 205 )): 
4 0-0"VU-E, 
SPOKEN BY A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, WHO 
WAS GOING TO COLLEGE, 1787. 


IND friends ! I come to pay my laft adieu : 


For much I owe to | you, and || you, and & you. 
No more I ſportive trcad this well-worn floor, 


Or con in order prim the learned lore ; 


_ 
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Careful to prove, with anatomic art, 
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How grammar-concords fit each little part ; 


- NS _- 

_— _ 
» ab _ — 
I; a 7 


Or ſcorning tenſe and caſe, embrace the quill, 
And climb with meaſur'd fect Parnaſſus hill. 
Hard taſk, IT ween, to ſtep with native eaſc 
To the fot cadence of Ceidian lays, 

And build, by Lily's rules, the founding line ! 
For how can Lily give the energy divine f 


— Yet 


> The audience. {j The maſter. { The bovs. 


% 
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Yet have the beauties of the claſſic page 
Oft charm'd the wand'rings of my thoughtleſs age, 
Rapt me frm Deva's banks to Mantuan plains, 
To hear in beechen ſhades the loves of ſwains ; 
Oſt too, by Homer and by fancy led, 

I old with heroes at the battle's head, 
And grew a demi-hero as I read. 

Sweet bards, I charge on you no irkſome toil : 
Your magic rains e'en ſchool-boy-cares begulle : 
And when in Cambria, or by Ihis? ſtream 
I rove, your eoxifes be my conſtant theme. 
Xet ere 1 haſte theſe hallow'd ſeats to leave, 
> C- nen'rous PRegers. of my toi], receive, 
What my warm heart will ever aim to Proves. 
A bewdher' s wiſhes, and a brother” s love. 


Go on in virtue's paths ; dare to be wiſe, 


So Horace ſays, and well docs he adviſe : 


"C 109-3 
Mind not the Syren Eaſe ; her promis'd hop 
Is mis'ry ; ſhe invites, but to deſtroy. 
No more with you I take wy ation here, 
To play the youthful orator once a year ; 
No more, with ftraining lungs and beating heart, 
To this fair groupe a labour'd ſpeech impart. 
Dear youths, farewel ! tho* hope may fire my mind 
With gaudier BO regret will look behind, 
Will leave one pray'r for all, that all may know 


Each bliſs, that heav'n and virtue can beſtow. 


TRANSLATIONS 
FROM THE CONSOLATION OF PHILOSOPHY, 
BY BOETHIUS. 
I| Who erewhile in ſprightly numbers ſung, 
2 Now tune my notes to eiegiac woe ; 


In 
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Yet have the beauties of the claflic page 
Oft charm'd the wand'rings of my thoughtleſs age, 
Rapt me from Deva's banks to Mantuan plains, 
To hear in beechen ſhades the loves of ſfwains ; 
Ot too, by Homer and by fancy led, 

I join'd with heroes at the battle's head, 
And grew a demi-hero as I read. 

Sweet bards, I charge on you no irkſome toil : 
Your magic {trains e'en ſchool-boy-cares beguile : 
And when in Cambria, or by Iſis? fiream 
I rove, your praiſes be my conſtant theme. 
Yet, ere TI haſte theſe hallow'd ſeats to leave, 
Ye, gen'rous partners of my toll, receive, 
What my warm heart will ever aim to prove, 
. A brother's wiſhes, and a brother's love. 
Go on in virtue's paths ; dare to be wiſe, 


So Horace ſays, and well does he adviſe : 


Mind 


4-009 3 ; 

Mind not the Syren Eaſe ; her promis'd joy 
[s mis'ry ; ſhe invites, but to deſtroy. 

No more with you I take my ſtation here, 
To play the youthful orator once a year 3 
No more, with {training lungs and beating heart, 
To this fair groupe a labour'd ſpeech impart. 
Dear youths, farewel ! tho* hope may fire my mind 
With gaudier views, regret will look bebbid, 
Will leave one pray'r for all, that all may know 


Each bliſs, that heav'n and virtue can beſtow. 


TRANSLATIONS 
FROM THE CONSOLATION OF PHILOSOPHY, 


BY BOETHIVUS. 


[| Who erewhile in ſprightly numbers ſung, 


7 Now tune my notes to elegiac woe ; 


C2083 
In tatter'd plight the Muſes prompt my tongue, F 


While heart-wrung tears in doleful concert flow, 


+4 


Theſe Kill are true, nor fear a tyrant”s frown, 
Theſe ſtill, unaw'd, my lonely ſteps attend z 
Pride of my ſoul, when youth and fortune ſhone ! 


In age and grief their ſoothing aid they lend. 


For, urg'd by grief, I feel the blight of Age; 
His tyrant-hand hath ſeiz'd his feeble prey, 
O'er my poor head he pours his hoary rage ; 


And my ſhrunk frame now trembles with decay. 


Welcome is Death, when life is pain and care, 


Who comes, invok'd, to ſtop the wretch's cries : 


But ah ! too oft his ear rejects our pray 'r 


Nor deigns his hand to cloſe our weeping eyes. 


Faithleſs, 


(: 309-3 
Faithleſs, yet kind, when fortune {miÞd ſerene, 
Fate threaten'd then t eclipſe my noon-tide ray : 
Now black*ning clouds deform the varied ſcene, 


Life lingers ſtill, with odious, dull delay, 


Ah! is it bliſs, when near ally'd to woe ? 
A ſhadowy joy ſo vainly could ye call ? 
Ah! is it bliſs, which fortune can o'erthrouw ? 


Say, was he firm, who thus was doom'd to fall ? 


FROM THE SAME. 


A” AS! in dark deſpondence loſt, 
By blaſts of worldly paſſions toſt, 

Far from the light of truth aſtray, 

His mind purſues her dreary way 3 

His mind, which once could freely ſoar, 


And heav*n's ſublimeſt heights explore, DE 
High 


C-:--22S--} 
' High as the bright-hair'd Sun's abode, 
Or paler Cynthia's ſtarry road. 
He view'd the wand'ring fires, that ove 
Amid yon azure fields above ; NE 
His ſkill, his great enlarged ſoul, 
Knew by what axed rules they roll, 
Why o'er the regions of the deep 
The winds with roaring fury ſweep ; 
What unſeen pow'r directs the ball, 
What active ſpirit breathes thro” all ; 
Why on the eaſtern hills diſplays 
The youthful Sun his morning rays ; 
And, as he leaves the world to night, 
Sinks in the Weſt his bluſhing light ; 
Why with the roſy ban Houre | 
Spring decks anew the earth with flow r5 
And why the plenteous, purple chear 


\ Of Autumn crowns the ripen'd year 3 
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To know, and ſolve each latent cauſe, 
With care he ſtudy*d nature's laws. 
But now, no more he views the ſkies ; 
His groveling ſoul inactive lies, 

Of all her jad light bereav'd, 


By forrow's galling load enſlay'd. 


—_ — 


FROM THE SAME. 
* Hg man, whoſe days in peaceful currents flow, 
Who ſcorns the ſmiles or frowns of fate, 
Who looks unmov'd on either ſtate, 


Nor dreads the fad reverſe, from high to low : 


Not raging ſeas, when ftorms their billows roll, 
| Or all their frightful depths diſcloſe, 
Nor hot Valviue lab*ring throes, 
Nor Heaven's own flaming bolts can ſhake his ſou). 


"Why 


E 8 12 3: 

Why ſhould the wretch to ruthleſs tyrants kneel, 
Whoſe pow'r can work fo little harm ? 
Thou maylt their fierceſt rage difarm, 

If neither fears nor hopes thy boſom feel. 


But he, whom hope tranſports, or fear appals, 
Leſt chance his fancy'd bliſs o'crthrow, 
Hath bar'd his breaſt to ev'ry foe, 

And faſt in ſlaviſh chains his heart enthrals. 


— 


NOTHING, A POEM, 
TRANSLATED FROM PASSERAT, A FRENCH 


POET AND CRITIC OF THE SIXTEENTH 
CENTURY. 


ADDRESSED TO HIS FRIEND MEMMIUS. 


L. ANUS is here - the feſtal day 
Demands a tributary lay, "The 


Cy -) 
The barren Muſe no lay can bring, 
Dry'd up is the Caſtalian fpring— 
hat—not a ſpark of mental fire, 
The fluggard Genius to inſpire ? 
Muft ſhe with empty hand appear 
Before the Porter of the year ? 
Rather in paths untry'd before, 
Let us what ©no where? is, explore. 
Lo ! whilſt the undetermin'd muſe, 
Now up, now down, the ſearch purſues, 
Turns here and there, and round and round ; 
Nay—do not ſmile—ſhe*'s NoTHrinG found. 
NoTHING more worth than gems we hold, 
NoTHING more precious is than gold ; 
With kindneſs, Sir, your ears incline, 
No hackney'd, ranſack'd theme is mine - 
O _— Grecian 


t are 3 


Grecian and Roman bards, we own, 


Thro! all Pieria's heights have flown 3 
NoTHiNnG s the ſubject, yet unſung 
By Grecian or by Roman tongue. 
Where'er, from high Olym plan throne, 
| Bright Ceres on her fields looks down ; 
Where'er old Ocean ſhews his face, 
And claſps the earth in cloſe embrace 
NoTHING beginning wants, and end 
NoTHING does bliſs complete attend. 
fe hence, indiſputably ſhine 
The now'r and energy divine, 
What offer'd gifts, what flames can riſe, 
Worthy the Ruler of the ſkies ? 
NoTHING 's more pleaſing to the ſight 


'Than the clear day's fair beaming light ; 


NoTHING 
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NoTHING more beauteous verdure ſpreads, 
Than water'd lawns, or flow'ry meads, 
NoTHING more jocund is than Spring ; 
| More ſoft than Zephyr's balmy wing. 
NoTHING the rage of war defies, 
And ev'n in tumult facred lies. 
NoTHixs, in peace, 1s right and juſt. 
NoTHING, 1n treaties, you may truſt, 
Happy, who NoTaixG {till enjomn ; 
Be this my boon, Tibullus cries ; 
He nor for doubtful lawſuits cares, 
Nor baleful fires, nor thieves, nor ſnares. 
Nay—he whom grave old + Zeno owns 
The firſt of wifdom's favour'd ſons, 
Tho! all things elſe to fate he leaves, 
NoTHING admires, and NoTHING craves. 
Amone 


\ An ancient Grecian philoſopher, and founder of the ſeR of Stoics. 
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Among the old || neatic crew, 

*T was wiſdom, NoTHING, Sir, to know ; 

And, Sir, I ſpeak it to our praiſe, 
 NoTHixG 's the ftudy now a days ; 

Still 'tis our youth's ſupreme concern 

NoTHING, at ſchool, at home, to learn; 

Who NoTHIiNG know, are ſure to riſe 

To wealth, and fame, and dignities. 

Know NoTHIiNG—all the ſenſe you'll gain 
That fill'd the $ Pythagorlc bean, 
Which, in forenſick diſputation, 

_ Pofleſs'd a ſuffrage of *® NEGATION. 
Many 


|| Socrates ſaid, all his knowledge only ſerved to teach him this, 


& that he knew NoTHING.?”? 


{ Pythagoras believed beans had ſouls, and forbad his diſciples to 


eat them. 


* Beans were uſed in the ancient courts of judicature ; the white 


bean was the ſign of a ſuffrage in favour of the obnoxious perſon 3 the 
black, of the contrary. | 
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+ Many, with Mercury their guide, 
Earth's bowels pure have liquefy'd, 
Willing their ſubſtance to conſume 
In ſecret works, and fire, and fume ; 
Till, with long loſs, and labour weak, 
They NoTHING find, yet NoTnixs ſeek. 

Not ev'n the man, whoſe copious brains 
Can ſum the ſands of Afric's plains, 
With meaſuring ftaff, or out-ſtretch*d line, 
Can boundleſs NoTuain's length dehine. 
NoTHING, not Sol's bright influence ſhares. 
NoTHING, 1s higher than the ſtars. 

Ev'n A my friend, whoſe ſoul profound 
Can ſcale the ſkies, or pierce the ground ; 
Whoſe wiſe, acute, ſagacious mind 


To depths unknown a clue can find; 


Ev'n 


+ This alludes to the ſearch after the philoſopher's-ſtone, which 


at that time particularly exerciſed the lucubrations of the curious. 
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Ev'n you (with your good leave I'll ay) 
Ign'rant of NoTHING ſeem to he. 
Yet NoTH1 NG 's clear as Sol's bright beam, 

Conſpicuous as the lambent flame. 
' Touch NoThrinG, Sir, and you'll confeſs 
You touch a thing that 's bodileſs. 
View NoTHING, Sir, and you ſhall view 
What *s colourleſs and ſlapelels too. 
NoTHING, tho? deaf, can hear, and {peaks 
Although it never lai breaks; 
Flies without wings ; and ev'n can run. 
Without a leg to ſtand upon. 
Nay, lacking motion, parts, and place, 
NoTHING can move through empty ſpace. 

| NoTninG more uſeful, Sir, you'll find 


Than art of healing, to mankind ; 


Let not the lover then rehearſe 


The mutt'ring wizard's magic verſe, Nor, 
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Nor, with the + rhombus' rumbling roll, 


Inconſtant Luna's courſe controll ; 

Nor vain | Dictzan herbage crop 

Along the lofty Ida's top ; 

For NoTaixG's lenient aid, be ſure, 

The pining lover's wounds can cute 5 

Or, if by Charon ferry'd o'er, 

Can fetch him from the Stygian ſhore. : 

NoTHING has influence, Sir, to rule 

The griſly Pluto's ruthleſs ſoul ; 

To curb the rigid Siſters three, 

And ftem the force of deſtiny. 

| Stretch'd on the fam'd $ Phlegrza's field, 

And taught by mulohias pow'r to viel, 

The 

+ x Lind of rolling lofniment; which was uſed in incantations, 


|| The herb Dictamnum, famous for its medicinal virtues. 


{ The plains of Phlegrza are noted for the battle ſaid to be fought 
there, between the giants and the gods, 
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The Titan offspring NoTHING prove 
More pow'rful than the bolts of Jove. 
NoTHIXxG, how firange to tell ! is found 
Beyond the univerſal round. EE 
NoTHING—but wherefore add we more , 
NoTrixG evn gods themſelves adore. 
Virtue to merit has pretence, - 
 NorTHING has greater excellence. 
In fine, let Jove his honours claim, 
NoTHING can boaſt a higher name. 
But hold ! no more the theme prolong, 
l Tis time to end a filly ſong ; 
No more of NoTHING, muſe, rehearſe, 
| In this thy good for NoTHING verſe, 
Leſt, after all, a theme ſo light, 


Should NoTHminG but diſzuſt EeXCite, 


FIDE 


( 121 ) 
FIDICINIS ET PHILOMELZA CERTAMEN. 
BY STRADA, 


OW Sol, deſcending from his mid-day blaze, 


With mild effulgence ſhot his golden rays ; 
When Strephon took his lyre to ſooth his care, 
And pour'd its muſic through the ſilent air, 
Where Tiber's ſtreams in pleaſing murmurs flow, 
And the broad holm-oaks cool the vale below. 
His ſtrains the jealous Philomela move, 

The ſweeteſt Syren of the neighb'ring grove. 
Behind the verdant ſpray ſhe hears unſeen, 

And, envious, echos each melodious ſtrain. 

Keen emulation fwells her little throat, 

To try her pow'rs, and warble note for note; 
Strephon admir'd the ſongſter's ſweet eſſay, 

And ſtrove again to wake the vocal lay; 


KR: 7 Now 
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Now the full muſic of his lyre explores, 

Or ſhews, with flying hand, a maſter's pow'rs, 
In vary'd ſtrains the bird renews her fong, 

In many a labour'd trill it lows along. 

Thus with reſponding zeal her {kill ſhe proves, 
When o'er the ſtrings the ſwain his finger moves, 
And careleſs ſeem'd his touch, the muſic flow ; 
Its ſimple ſounds in even tenor flow. 

Inſtant the chords his hurrying finger plies, 

' The quicken'd tones in rapid movement riſe. 

He ſtops : reſponſive to each note ſhe ſings ; 
With equal pow'rs ſhe imitates his ſtrings. 

As one perplex'd, what other ſtrain to chuſe, 
One plain, unvary'd tune the bird purſues ; 

| No quaver mixes in her artleſs note, 

Free, like the current, ifluing from her throat. 


Now 
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Now quick and light the warbled numbers move 

In trembling echos, through the vocal grove, 

This Strephon heard, in tranſports of amaze, 

That ſuch a throat ſhould utter ſtrains like theſe ; 
Again new efforts of his art he tries,” 

Through all the ſcale of ſounds his finger flies ; 

In concord bids the ſhrill and baſs unite ; 

So the loud clarion fires the ſoul to fight. 

Aoain the Syren ſings: and, whilſt her tongue 

In well.tim'd warblings thrills through all her ſong, 
To louder harmony ſhe ſwells the note, 

Then rolls the deep'ning murmur in her throat ; 
Now ſhrill and clear her ſong, now deep and low ; 
50 clarions urge the ſoldier to the he: 

Strephon now bluſh'd, with glowing ire inflam'd, 
© Or Philomel ſhall yield,” he quick exclaim'd, 

| « Or 


Cid 
« Or periſh this weak lyre :” he ſaid no more, 

_ But tun'd to harmony beyond her pow'r ; 
Now loud, now ſhrill, now rais'd to loftier notes ; 
On Zephyr's wing the trembling muſic floats, 
Again the crouding ſtrings the artiſt plies, 
"The vary'd numbers echo through the ſkies. 
He ſtops, expeQant of his rival's Go; 

She, though her voice now roughens on her tongue, 
| To own his pow'r ſuperior {till diſdains ; 
Yet ah! in vain ſhe tunes her ſweeteſt ſtrains ; 
For whilſt her little, ſimple voice eſlays | 
The labour'd mazes of his artful lays, 
'Too great th* attempt, too great her ſorrows riſe, 


Upon the victor's lyre ſhe falls, and dies, 


SLEEP. 


(- ans; 
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Pater o rerum, portus vitz, 
Lucis requies, noQiſque comes, 
| Qui par regi, famuloque venis, 
Placidus fefſum leniſque fovens . 
Pavidum lethi genus humanum, 


Cogis longam diſcere mortem. 


SENECA HERCULES FURENS, 
4 
| 2 hn myſtic Sleep ! like Death array'd, | 
Whether his brother or his ſhade, 
Potent, like him, to ſooth to reſt 
The pangs and tumults of the fuff "ring TROY 
Great monarch of the ſhadowy choir, 
Whoſe nod ten thouſand forms attend, 
While each, thy ſervant, and thy friend, 
Officious pays his quick devoir : 
Thee, form ſubſtantial may we name? 
Or vapour from the Stygian ſtream, 
| Dot 


(-- "2108-3 


Doſt thou, a tranſient gueſt, ariſe = 

To lull our ſouls, and cloſe our eyes ? 

_ Oblivion, ſprung from Lethe's tide, 

Waits, torpid goddeſs, at thy f:4e, 

Whilſt with ſoft foot and airy bound, 

Light F ancy leads the dance around, 

Fancy ! gay ſylphid, fprightly queen, 

Enliv*ner of the murky ſcene : | 

And dreams, and viſions, round her play, 

In painted garbs, and veſtments 2ny; 

Or talk tremendous, through the airy way. 
II. 

*Tis thine, O Sleep ! fo poets tell, 

In drear Cimmerian hound to dwell, 

Where, wrapt in clouds, the ———_ brow 

Sheds duſky horrors o'er the vale below. 

SS Far 
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Far from the Sun's all chearing ray, 

Beſide a ſullen river's wave, 

Gapes the dull entrance of thy cave, 
Midft hov'ring miſts and twilight grey : 
No feather'd ſongſter, there upborne, 
With wakeful voice ſalutes the morn, 
But all is ſolemn, ſilent, Qtill, 


Save where the hollow murm'ring rill, 


Low creeping through the depths of night, 


Noth ſlumbers more profound excite : 

"The poppy there delights to ſpread, 

And nodding, lifts its languid head, 
With herbs of baneful note, that breathe 
Soporous juices, draughts of death : 

While thouſand fleeting ſhadows riſe, 
Whoſe myſtic forms illude our eyes, 
Impervious phalanx, dark*ning all the ſkies. 


, 


1, 
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I, 

And often in the ſylvan ſhade, 
Where dimly beams the darkling glade, 
Unineith ſome ſilent bow'r, 
Thou lov'ſt dull Sleep, to loſe the liſtleſs hour, 
There thy imps beſide thee nod: 

Or ſkimming low in mazy rings, 

Slowly flap tneir leathern wings, 
In lazy circlets round their God. 
Then, flying from the face of day, 
Should Melancholy thither ſtray, 
In the low gloom, the echoing vale 
Hears her tell her plaintive tale; 
And trees that quiver, ſtreams that flow 
With mournful murmurs, ſooth her woe, 
Thee the ſad maid invokes, to ſhed 


Oblivious dews around her head, 


And 
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And ſoon kind Morpheus brings relief, 
For Morpheus 1s the friend of grief : 
Tndul gent genius of the place, 
He waves his wand—her Grows coals; 
And all is huſh'd in illneſs and in peace, 
IV. 

And often doft thou deign to bleſs 
The humble peaſant's poor receſs, 
When from the labours of the day, 
With homeward feet he « plods his weary way :”* 
y00N, with thy leaden wand oppreſt, | 

Beneath the lowly cottage-ſhade, 

On the cold floor he ſtrews his bed, 
And gives his limbs to early reſt, 
There, the ſoft ſlumbers of the clown 


Prove the hard floor a bed of down ; 
> CS Re The 
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'The wind, from cranny'd nooks that blows, 


| Never moleſts his calm repoſe, 

Nor gloomy midnight ſtorms, that ſpread 
Their ſounding fury round his head. 

Safe in thy arms, the hind awhile 
Forgets his daily care and toil ; 

Nor longer now, alas | deglores 

"That barren fields refuſe their ſtores ; 
Nor baneful ſtar, he recks, nor rain, 


That whelms deſtruction on his grain, 


And ſpoils the year, and deluges the plain. 


V. 

And often, in ſome rural ſcene, 

Thou ſhunn'ft the buſy haunts of men, 
Such as Arcadia's fleecy vale, 


 Renown'd in many a poet's tale: 


There, 
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T here, at thine eaſe, in roſeate bow'rs, 
_ Or in the flow'r-beſpangled mead, 
Doſt thou with Hahatde make thy bed, 

And walte the ſultry noon-tide hours ; 

Or elſe in grot, with moſs oerrown, 

Hewn within the living ſtone ; 

Or beſide the prattling rill, 

On grafly bank, or ſunny hill ; 

Or wh the Mantuan ſhade, 


"That ſpreading beech or elm has made. 


There are thy ſweeteſt hours, for there 

Nor baleful envy combs nor care 3 

And ſeldom in that bleſt abode, 

Shall heart-moleſting Grief corrode : 

Content is there, that purer joy 
That with it brings no baſe alloy, 


And Innocence, and ſweet Sumplicity. 


VI. 


But when in courts thy train appears, 
Then frown thy fiercer miniſters, 
Horror, fell monſter, and Aﬀri oht, 
And Bugbears, formidable ſons of Night : 
Ten thouſand hideous ſpeQtres nigh, 
Parade before the mental eye, 
And wretched mortals terrify, 
With boding, dull deſpondency. 
Courſing through the midnight gloom, 
There Incubus delights to roam, | 
_ Till viewing where at reſt is laid 
Some rakiſh youth, or love-ſick maid, 
Soon quits the fiend his monſter ſteed, - 
And eager mounts the ſtately bed ; 
Then, by his ruthleſs weight oppreſt, 
Vainly heaves the lab'ring breaſt ; | 


( 133 ) 
In triumph fits the haggard wight, 
His fiery eyes ilume the night ; 
Like ſome huge bear, his weight he plies, 
Stretch*'d at full length the victim lies, 
And, vainly ſpent, each embryo effort dies, 
VII. 
Thee ! Deity with balmy wing, 
Thee too ! they hail, of kings the King 3 
Thou ruleſt all, and all below 
Before thy ſoporihc ſceptre bow : 
Yet often, in the reſtleſs hour, 
Princes vainly court thine aid, 
While thy mellifluous gifts are ſhed 
Spontaneous on the mean and poor. 
Elate with pride, when tyrants frown, 
'Tis thine to bring the haughty down, 
And Philip's mighty ſon, of yore, 
Confeſs'd, O Sleep | thy mightier powr: Too 
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Too great for earth, he wiſh'd to claim 
The honours of a heay*nly name ; 
And ſervile Flatt'ry bow'd the knee 
To hail the pageant Deity ; 
But ſoon, by thee compell'd, the youth 
Unwilling own'd the force of truth. 
90 few the hows. alas ! that fate 
Permits to human pomp and ſtate, 
For * Sleep confounds the little ond the great. 
"x 
Hail then ! the wearied's end and aim, 
And all the world's ſweet requiem ; 
Hail thou ! that kindly doſt intrude 


To human toils a peaceful interlude : | 


Ot 


* Alexander, when ſaluted a god by his paraſites, confeſſed himſelf 
mortal, mentioning ſeveral things which convinced him of his mor- 
tality, particularly ſleep, which he ſaid was the image of death. 


Vide Plutarch :. in Alexand. 


C435. 7 
Of timid man the gentle friend, 
Thou bid'ſt us by degrees prepare 
A more laſting ſleep to bear, 
And now anticipate our end. 
When monarch Reaſon, lJull'd to reſt, 
Lets fall the ſceptre of the breaſt 
At thy command, unbounded queen, 
Fancy uſurps her mimic reign. 
dhe ridicules in wanton play 
The arduous trifles of the day, 
Laughs at vain man's deluſive ſchemes, 
And points him to his waking dreams. 
Thus, while his aid our bodies find, 
dleep brings inftruQtion for the mind. 
Let man inftruQticn's voice obey, 
And well improve his fleeting day, 
Then fleep, and wake to immortality, 


SPRING. 
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Wo as Bhs hy 2 © 
'O ! Thou of with'ring mien, 
Whoſe tempeſts rudely rend this beauteous 
Hence to thy native cave, [ ſcene, 
Or brood o'er Scythia's icy-fetter'd wave : 
F or; Winter, thee of yore _ 
| Night, haggard beldame, to the Northwind bore, 
To rule his bleak domain, 
When youthful Jove began his iron reign, 
But come, thou nymph of dewy eye, 
Which ſoftly beams with vivid joy, 
Whoſe locks in primroſe wreaths are twin'd, 
Or looſely woo the weſtern wind ; 
Thou, who doſt tread the ſpangled mead, 
8 dels of Nature's woof array'd,. 


Such as in ſhow'ry cloud we view, 


'Thaumantia's robe of mingled hue : 
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Come, and thy landſcapes all diſcloſe, 
While yet the morn but faintly glows, 
While yet ſhe ſpreads her modeſt veil 
Of ſhadowy miſts o'er hill and dale. 
And lo, where many an antic round 
Quaintly marks the verdant ground | 
For there the fairy elves have trod, 
Dancing o'er the hallow'd fod 3 
Their nightly orgies there they keep, 
And through the day in flow'rets ſlcep. 
The little inſeEt-ſons of Spring 
In duteous hum their requiem fing, 
As o'er the bloomy field they ftray, 
| Bearing the yellow ſpoil away. 
From ev'ry grove and ev'ry tree 
— Burſt the wild notes of harmony. 


T 


Thy 
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Thy preſence, genial nymph, inſpires 
The muſic of the woodland choirs. 
In Fancy's architeQure ſkill'd, 

| The little wardleis featly build 
In many a ſhade the moſly neft, 
There from their airy flights to reſt, 
Oh ! may no truant-lad eſpy, 
And ſeize the prey with cruel joy. 
But fearleſs of his thieviſh aims, 
Her peſt of clay the ſwallow frames, 
In which, to cottage-rafter hung, 
She fondly feeds her twitt'ring young. 
Now the glad hind renews his toil, 
And cheerly turns the yielding ſoil, 

| Who truſts to ſee the hidden grain 
With golden harveſts clothe the plain, 


( 139 ) 
Lo! down the lope of yonder meads, 


His fleecy care the ſhepherd leads ; 


And, echoing from the neighb'ring hill, 


Is heard his pipe's melodious trill ; 


While bleating lambkins join the ſound, 


Playing their harmleſs gambols round. 
But tell me, breezes, whence ye bear 
This balmy ſweetneſs through the air ? 
Behind that fence of hawthorn-bloom 
Does Flora breathe the rich perfume ? 
'The flow'ry tribes in order gay 
[There ope their beauties to the day: 
From whence full oft the ruſtic Fair 
Her boſom decks, or braids her hair; 
 Whene'er the vildeacais with glee 


Hail the Vernal jubilee. 


ON 
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ON THE SPRING OF THE YEAR 2786, 
- AE, OR 


A fell Winter ! hence retire 
To Caucafus* or Hecl's wither'd head. 
There, within thy own demeſae, 
Vent thy all-blafting ire, 
Till Autumn's ripen'd joys are fled, 
And drear December call thee here again, 
Enough hath Albion's drooping iſle 
Felt of thy deſtruQtive blaſt ;_| 
Ere this ſhe fondly thought thy fury paſt, 
And rais'd her head with many an op'ning ſmile, 
A 
F reed from thy tyrannic chain, 
Nature expanded all her blooming ſtore, 
Gladſome to find her pow'r again : 
On ev'ry ſpray a bud was ſeen, 
| In ev'ry bud an infant flow'r 


Pept through its veſt of livelieſt green : On 


(-"I4T-) 
On many a branch the feather'd throng 
Woo'd the ſweet Spring with happy ſong, 
Of ſuture nuptials, and the chirping neſt, 
With all the parent in their breaſt, 
mn. 
On the mountain's funny top, 
Piping his rural notes, the ſhepherd ſate, 
While his young lambs the tender herbage Crop, 
And adown the mountain's fide 
The ſoft ſtream cours'd with purling tide ; 
And the "Xo murm'ring levees, 
Ruſtling through the waving trees, 
Render'd the rural harmony complete. 
Along the dew-beſpangled vale, : 
- Blithſome with her flowing | pail, 
The milkmaid fung her matin ſtrain, 
Whilit, whiſtling Sic teeming ground, 


The 
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The ploughman thought his labour crown'd, 
And gladſome view'd the riſing grain. 
IV. 
Oh ! hadft thou ſpar'd this bliſsful ſcene, 
Happy, thrice happy had they been. 
But, envious of theſe joys, 
Enrag'd, thou bad'ſt thy tempeſts riſe, 
And ſhed their ſnowy fury round, 
And ſmite the pregnant ground. 
Lo! the blaſted bloſſoms fall, 
The froſt-nipt buds decay, 
The feather'd choir forget their amorous lay, 
And mourn in ſilent ſadneſs all. 
IP; 
| Forc'd from the mountain's head, TOM wrapt with ſnow, | 
_ The ſhepherd ſeeks his warmer cot ; 
His lambkins, crowding in the folds below, 
With piteous bleating moura their changed lot. 
No 
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No more the milkmaid, with her pail, 

Chears with ruſtic ſong the vale ; 

Sullen, beneath his low-roof*d ſhed, 

The ploughman views his ſmiling proſpects fled, 

Avaunt, fell Winter ! hence retire 

To Caucaſus* or Hecla's wither'd head. 
There, within thy own demeſne, 
Vent thy all-blaſting ire, 

'L Fi Autumn's ripen'd joys are fled, | 


And drear December call thee here again. 


A HY MN. 


\ DIEU, unholy themes of ſong ! 
Angels, conduCt my ſteps along: 
To Sinai's mount, the ſacred road, 


Which heav*n-directed prophets trod ; When . 


( 144 ) 
When roll'd the awful darkneſs round, 
When fiery ſplendors lick'd the ground, 
When, in the pomp of clouds array'd, 
The world's high Ruler ſpake, diſplay'd 


To man the eternal mandate of his hand, [mand, 
And bade the thunder's voice confirm the dread com- 
_ 


x 


But, while on Fordan's marge I ftray, 
Attemper'd beams illume the way. 
As drops the rain on thirſty plains, 
As breathes the cale to languid ſwains, 
In fill, ſmall ſounds the tongue of Peace | 
Reſtores the heav*nly league of grace. 
Cleans'd is the foualioind ſoul ; 
The paſſions hear his mild controul. 
The world's great Teacher walks with men below, 
| And points to future bliſs, bepand this vale of woe. | 
| III, 


( 145 ) 
AM. 
'Tis paſt—and Mercy ſpeaks no more, 
But Juſtice bares the arm of pow'r, 
Forth from the brooding glooms of night 
Burſts o'er the world a flood of light ; 
In uproar wild the loud winds rife, 
With banded force they ſweep the ſkies, 
Diſpart old Ocean's ſwelling waves, 
And ope the proud rock's flinty caves : 
While pealing thunders hail the Judge ſupreme, 
Angelic forms deſcend, and join the grand acclaim. 
Iv, 

Adown the flaming helds of air 
Triumphal clouds the chariot bear : 
Fl gh floating round their ſovereign Lord, 


Cherubic armies wait the word ; 


UV FO And 


7 2» 
' And all unfurl'd, of glowing hue, 
The red croſs meets th* aftoniſh'd view £28 
'And lo! terrific in attire, 

Th' archangel waves his ſword of fire, 
And blows the ſacred trump, whoſe quick'wng ſounds 
Spread their tremendous call to Nature's fartheſt bounds. 

V. 

Inſtant, promiſcuous millions pour, 

Of ev'ry age, from ev'ry ſhore ; 

Fear-ſtruck, and conſcious of their doom, 

The guilty wiſh the cov'ring tomb ; 

But Heav*n's dread wrath, with clouded brow, 

Condemns to lakes of gnaſhing woe : 

While on the ſons of virtue ſhine 

'Ti' enliv*ning beams of love divine ; | 


Enthron'd in bliſs, they join the radiant train, 


And tune the choral lyre, and ſwell the rapt*rous ſtrain. | 
"on | 


( 147 ) 


' ON THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN COOKE. - 


+ + + » + « Sunt hic etiam ſua premia laudi, 
Sunt lachrymz rerum, et mentem mortalia tangunt, 
| | VIRGIL, 


I. 
HE hoarſe wind blew, the billows roll'd 
"Their freight of ſorrow to the ſhore ; 
The Briton's luckleſs fate is told, 
His fate Taheite's chiefs deplore z 
Nor hope they now to view his whit'ning fail, 
And from their coral cliffs the friendly ſtranger hail. 
Ot | 
« ?Tis ours no more, his ſteps to lead | 
 Taheite”s golden groves along, 
No more beneath the bread-tree's ſhade 
\ To court his ſtay with dance and ſong wo 
Some adverſe pow'r has call'd him ofer the main, 
To fall on ruder ſhores, by ſavage fury ſlain, 
| IL, 


( aat ). 


Mb 
Ah! had we ſeen his fad Morai, 
And watch'd in penſive filence round 
His corſe, as paly cold it lay, 
How then had bled the willing wound ? 
Yet ſtill our crimſon tears for him ſhall low, 
As faithful mem'ry points the pang of inward woe. 
IV. 
_ But haply o'er the watry waſte, 
Where once his tall bark ſtem'd the tide, 
His gentle ſhade may hither haſte, | 
And near the Shed in ſecret glide ; 
If ought of ditty'd moan, or fan'ra) pray'r, 
In fadly-pleafing ſounds, thrill through the conſcious air. 
Fhen Friendſhip, raiſe the piteous yell, 
And talk thy rounds in grim array ; 
? Tahcits 


( 149 ) 
'Taheite hears the claſhing ſhell, 
A deep, dread ſtillneſs marks thy way ; 
And here, while anguiſh wounds cach beauteous face z 
Ye nymphs, devote the lock, and firew the branch of 
peace,” 
VI. 
« But think, (Omai heav'd the ſigh) 
Ah ! look beyond theſe liquid plains : 
What griefs their 7a hands employ, 
Where Albion, queen of ocean, reigns, 


Known by her zone of white, and azure ſtole, 


Parent of gen'rous worth, the grandeur of the ſoul. 


VII. 
| Whilom, ſhe chid the wind's delay, 


Gazing o'er all the depths below, 
| And wove the crown of verdure gay, 
To grace her lov'd advent'rer's brow z 


But 


( 150 ) 


But Death, who mocks our cares, around his tomb 
| Bids the funereal wreath among her garlands bloom, 
VHE. 
Methinks, in glory's awful ſhrine, 
(Where Death foregoes his wonted rage, 
And till in quick*ning ſculpture ſhine 
The mighty dead of ev'ry age) 
Methinks I ſee th? illuſtrious ſeaman ſtand, 
The wide earth in his vin the plantane in his hand. 
= 
There are, who diſtant climes explore, 
Led by the rav'nous luſt of prey, | 


And o'er the peaceful regions pour 
The ſtorms of war and wild diſmay ; 
Envious of Indian bliſs, the hut and ſhade, 
With deeds of fell deſign, their ſpoiling bands invade. 
X. 


X, 
But lo ! he comes, no ruffan foe ; 
But nobler aims ſublime his ſoul, 


To ſcan, where Heay'n's bright meteors glow, 
To trace, where Ocean's billows roll. 
While his bold prow bounds o'er the foaming deep, 
Ceaſe ye rude threats of war, ye ſtorms obſequious fleep. 
 - 
Secure he finars the dubious way, 
'Th' obedient tempeſt leeps in peace ; 
Though hoſtile war uſurp the ſea, 
For him its waſteful thunders ceaſe ; 
But yet, ah ! yet does pale Misfortune walt, 
| In treach'rous garb array'd, to guide the lance of Fate. 
a —- 
Unpitying Fate ! unfriendly doom 


Is virtue born to toil, and dic? 


Or 


0 OE 
Or Rtill for moons and moons to bloom, 
| In ſome bleſt region of the ſky ?_ 
Why ſpreads the eladſome Sun his golden plains ? 
*Tis there, her wand'rings paſt, unfading Virtue reigns. 
=: 
| Wafted to yon- more bliſsful ſhore, 
Tn fair Banana-bow'rs reclin'd, 
He fills the choir of ſouls, who "Fg 
The tile of Jife,- to blubinniuband; 
For whom, in ev*ry ſhade, the immortal feaſt, 
The meed of earthly fame, ſalutes the raviſh'd taſte.” 


FI 3 


PATRIOTISM. 
T4jpney TE Yue irs, X%4 EYAzoy eFes, 13x £090% 


D no Trot, Xa TaiJu», xegidins T GAY 8 


Avopeveo uw, 
TYRT ZEUS. 


 $TROPHE. 


OW throbb'd with anxious hopes the t youthful 


- patriot” s breaſt ! 
How glow'd the kindling flames of hallow'd zeal, 
As oft he mus'd by old Tliffus? ſtream 
On deeds of bold emprize a laurell'd fame ; 
And oft, as Fancy told the rapt'rous tale, 
Survey'd in trophy'd pomp the hoſtile ſhield and creſt, 
Where Perſian Pride Þ receiv'd his wound, 
| And vanquiſh'd myriads lick'd the ground ; 
When Freedom's ſons unſheath'd the awful blade, 
Xx To 


+ Themiſtocles.. + On the plains of Marathon. | 


( 2154 ) 
To ſtem the ſpoller's ſwift career, 
| And made tly aſtoniſh'd ſlaves revere [aid! 
The ſtrength of Valour's arm uprais'd in Freedom's 
ANTISTROPHE, 
Again, while yet the viſion beam*d upon his mind, 
He cry'd, « Let navies crowd the entry way, 
Let the vain deſpot ſeize the naked ſhore, _ 
And o'er our ravag'd plains his millions pour ; 
Again let || Hippias lead chow to their prey, 
| To fack our Grecian domes, in impious league com- 
By virtue arm'd, our banded few [bin'd ; 
Again ſhall dare th* enervate crew, 
Again ſhall Vi&'ry raiſe the trophy'd meed ; 
Retorted quick, the vig*'rous blow - 
Shall hurl deſtruction on the foe.” 
Approving Pallas ſmil'd, and Fate their fall decreed. 


E P O D E, 


|| The ſon of Piſiſtratus, an Athenian, who had taken refuge in the 
Perſian court, and laboured to make Athens obnoxious to the Perſian 
| monarch, | | 


< 155 ) 
E POD E., 
Still at Freedom's lonely ſhrine 
Brightly burns the flame divine, 
Preſerv'd with veſtal care : 
Here Britiſh Athens bow, . 


Here bind their early vow, 


And pour the grateful pray'r. 


How ruſh the gen'rous youth to arms ! 


D—_— 
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How the big wiſh their boſom warms 


To rank with ſacred names of old, 


= 


> M o - 
=S —— _ >= 
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. LSD 


Who erſt ambitious pow'r controPd, [main, 
When Spain's proud Wrecks were ſcatter'd o'er the 
And hills of Gallic troops lay pil'd on Hocſtet's plain |! 1 
S TROPHE, 
To fill theſe liſts of fame, from tranquil ſcenes of eaſe, 
Ardent for fight, a young F enthuſiaſt roſe, | 
'In 


\ General Wolfe. 


( 25h 
In vain did fearful love her ſorrows plead ; 
She bad, whoſe ſacred mandate is obey'd, 
Where, through the wild unknown, Laurentius flows, 

To wake the ſleeping war, and trim her with'ring bays, 

Nor rocks nor foes inſpir'd diſmay 3 

Onward he brav'd the rugged way, 
When envious Fate difpatch'd the leaden death : 

Nor ſunk he then beneath the wound, 


Till ſhouts of triumph echo'd round, | 
And Honour ſooth'd his pangs, and watch'd his parting 
breath. 


ANTISTROPH E. 

Again, with Gomnertpow's, indignant of controul, 
Ambition builds his ſchemes of boundleſs ſway, 
Profimcs to graſp the thunders of the main, 

And boaſt the glories of his wat'ry reign. 
The Gall and Spaniard ſwell the proud array, 
Ally'd by kindred views and ſympathy of ſoul. —=But, 


( a7 ) 
But, while they feed their ſplendid dreams, 
Let Britiſh terrors blaſt their aims, 
Let antient worth the free-born ſoldier rouſe ; 
Then ſhall they court a vain embrace, 
And, like Ixion, woo diſgrace, 
Who claſp'd an empty cloud, for Jove's imperial ſpouſe. 
EPODE. 


Mark the vivid light'nings glare, 


Glancing through the kindled air : 
| When thick'ning tempeſts lowr, 
Along the fuel'd ſkies 
Th electric ſpirit flies, 
And Heav'n's dread thunders roar. 

So flames the Briton's vengeful ire, 
So burſts around the martial fire : 
He pours the ſtorm from Calpe's ſteep, 
And wrecks and carnage ftrew the deep: 


Ambition's 


<( 138 ) 
Ambition*s routed armies quit their prey, 


And Calpe's peaceful cliffs the Britiſh flag diſplay. - 


SUPERSTLIIA1DU N 


Ibant obſcuri ſola ſub noCte per umbras. 


VIRGIL. 


I. 
W— nature's gay diſtinctions fail, 
| Shrowded in night's uncertain veil, | 
When nothing meets the wand'rer's view, 
But length'ning glooms of ſaddeſt hue, - 
And not a ſound invades his ear, - 
_ Save the dull whiſper of the breeze, 
Appall'd he ſees, or thinks he ſees, 
Unreal ſcenes and forms, the painting of his fear. 
II. 


( 259 ) 
II. 

While Ign'rance o'er the nations hung) 
A cloud from Stygian vapour ſprung, 
Obſcuring all that Heav'n deſfign'd, 
The radiant beauties of the mind ; 
Where'er benighted Reaſon ſtray'd, 

; Terrific Fancy oft was nigh, 


| Who lov'd her magic art to try, 


[ſhade. 


And call'd up dzmon-ſhapes, to haunt the deathful 


II 

Thus in the darkſome hour of woe, 
When lion ſunk beneath the foe, 
| Amidft the gloom, the Trojan ſaw 

A ſight of heart-ſubduing awe ; 

How Gods the burning ruin ſpread, 
Where Juno call'd to ſeize the prey, 
Where the dread Egis blaz'd diſmay, 


. ſhead. 


And Neptune rent the walls, and bow'd the bulwark's 


IV. 


( 00 7 
IV. 

Say, who could mark this change of things, 

The cruſh of ſtates, the fall of kings, 

And deem it Chance's random ſway ; 

Or ſcenes more wond'rous ſtill ſurvey, 

The ſolar walls, or ſtarry ſphere, 

The blue expanſe of ſca below, 

With the glad earth's autumnal glow, | 

And not with holy rites a pow'r unknown revere ? 
go 

This pow'r to know, no ſcience taught ; 

A vaſtneſs whelm'd the vot'ry's thought, 

* Who oft retir'd, where'er the grove 

Its ſecret veil of darkneſs wove, 

To 


* So Tacitus of the Germans, « L,ucos ac nemora conſecrant, 
deorumque nominibus appellant ſecretum illud, quod ſola zeverentia 
vident.”” c, g. | | | 


( 2x61 ) 
To ſalitudes by man untrod : 
There, *midft the nameleſs horrors round, 
That ſeem'd ta conſecrate the ground, 


The proftrate ſoul confeſs'd the preſence of a God. 
To Fancy then, the ſtifled gale = 
Mutter'd ſome dark, prophetic tale ; 
And then, from each time-hallow'd oak, 
To wiſtful ears the Genii ſpoke. 
But ah ! what eyes profane have ſeen, 
When light'nings pierc'd the vaulted ſhade, 
When Jove, or Thor his arm diſplay'd, 
And launch'd his forked bolts, and thunder'd o'er the 
[ſcene ! 
| - VIL. 
« Lo! here, theſe woody ſhrines within, 
| (A Druid cry'd) your rites begin jp 
£ 4 -.; Then 


( 16a ) 
Then, girt for ſlaughter,” took his ſtand, + 
The broad knife gleaming; in his hand; 
And, as he ſmote the:captive's breaſt, 
+ * This: (he exclaim'd). is Odin's right, 
a The fruit of each victorious fight : 
« From hoſtile ſkulls we drink at Odin's heav'nly feaſt.” 

PT: ®*- © | te 

| Away, ye horrid'dreams, away! 

_ The Day-ſtar ſhoots its promis'd ray, | 
Anon, its ſun-like glories-riſe, 
Enkindling yonder eaſtern ſkies; 
And, through the breaking glooms. of night, 
Far as the flame of ſcience ſhines, - þ 
'The fainted phantoms leave their ſhrines, 


"Their groves, and ſprings, and caves, ſcar'd with the 


coming light, 


IX, 


+ Sec Mallet's Introduction A 1 Hiftoire de Danemarck. 


( 163 )) 
Ts >. Fs 


Forbear, ye bloody priefts,- forbear | 
 With-groans of death to wound the air../  . 
Hark! how the peace-predicting ſong 
Is chaunted by a an angel's tongue, 

That kindlier hn the weld ſhould bind, 
That Godgdeſcanding from above, 


Renews the broken chain of love, 


\ The + chain, which, earth and heav'n in golden union 


join'd. A -— 
He comes; attend the Teacher's lore | | 
The glowing boſom owns. his pow'r. 
'Tis He: a God, a God appears, 
Who ſooths all doubts, and quells all fears ; 


To Hope he gives an cagle's wing, . 


+ Laenv Xevoenu '& 'epavobev, Hom. 11. O. v. 19. 
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( 164 ) 
To ſoar beyond this earthly clime, 
Beyond our petty bounds of time, 
To ſeek, where Goodneſs dwells with heav'n's im- 
mortal King. 


 MUSARUM FERIA. 
| + 
kd from heav'n to Learning's facred 
bow'r, 
The ſiſter-Nymphs of ſong and ſcience came, 
And, *midft the triumphs of the feſtal hour, 
Review'd their glories on the rolls of Fame : 
« Ye, who from fields of Atrife, and haunts of care, 
Full oft retir'd to feed the lofty thought, 
Ye, who to us preferr'd the duteous pray'r, 


Whom the ſtill voice of inſpiration taught, 


Great 


( 165 ) 
Great ſons approach,” exclaim'd the virgin band, 
& Rejoin our once loy'd choir :''—and Hermes wav'd 
IL 
With ready hafte, the Muſe's fav'rite train 
Came from ſurrounding woods in order bright: 
| $0 ſhine ſucceſſive o'er the azure plain, 
At Heſper's call, the "TA Fe of the night. 
| And firſt, the || Sire of Tragic Drama leads 
_ His Grecian phalanx, o'er whoſe ok brow 
| The oak and ivy caſt their mingled ſhades, 
| Whoſe eye looks many a tale of horrid woe, | 
Save, when his ſhield attracts his alter*d _ 
And $ Fancy all anew proud Perſia's fall pourtrays. 
F III. 
Inftant Alczus girds his looſe attire, = [twin'd; 
Graſps the dread ſteel with myrtle-wreaths en- 


Again 


{| /Eſchylus, Pt C Alludes to his play of the Perſz, 
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( 166 ) 
Again with manly rage he wakes the lyre, 
Its deep tones tell the grandeur of his mind. 
Sacred his ſong ſtill lows to Freedom's lore, 
How gallant youths have dar'd, and tyrants bled, 
© 'They dar'd, ſuperior to the doom of pow'r, 


Nor ſleep they now, and moulder with the dead; 
With Homer's chiefs, they live beyond the main.” 
He ſung : and laurel groves repeat the gen'rous ſtrain, 


ON 


C1:d with pure grace, beyond what art beſtows, 
Comes meekly i the * chief, hiſtorian, ſage, 
Who led ble hand thro* wilds and legion'd foes, 
| Ani ſhines the bero of his modeſt page ; 
Who on the moral teacher, lifFning, hung, 
How hcav'nly truth ſhould grace a heav'n-born 
mind 3 


"_ 


* Xenophon. 


( 167 ) 
And, while he heard the dictates of his tongue, 


Bade them inſtruct to lateſt times conſign'd. 
Yet, lib'ral youths, his Attic voice ye hear, 
Ye taſte his honey'd fore, nor latent poiſon har. 
Lo! ſweetly cripping o'er the flow'ry ſcene, 
L Two Roman chiefs the gentle Terence lead, 
This wears the chunt're” O dread, majeſtic mien, 
In that : are wiſdom s mildeſt charms diſplay d. 
Muſing behind, in looſely-owing veſt, 
t He comes, who in fair Tuſculum' O retreat 
Hung up his civic crown to letter'd reſt, 
While yet at diftance roll'd the fans of ſtate. 
Still,” at each pauſe of ſtep, they might deſcry 
The ſpeaker's awful form, and fire-illumin'd eye. | 
Vl, 


+ Scipio and Lzlius, } Cicero, 


( 168 ) 


VL 
Near hit is ſeen, who bade theſe tempeſts roll, | 
Who through fad ruin ruſh'd i in queſt of powr 
But ſoon were reft the triumphs of his ſoul, 
| And ſoon his purple pall was drench'd in x gore. 
Array'd in robes of leſs enfanguin'd hue, | 
Such, as when ViePry hail'd the friend of Hi, 
No wreath he boaſts, but what i in Gallia grew, 


And round th? hiſtorian” S brow will ever bloom ; 
Thy hands, pure Truth, the beauteous ſtory wrought, 
When Czfar ſimply told, how Czfar bravely fought. 

VI. 

Anon, \ low broling miſts involy'd the day: 

The choir all Fgh'—till, from the glooms of 
night, 


A form 


[ The ignorance of the middle centuries is meant to be charaBterfe 
by the miſts, which "— the day. 


(- $69 ) 
A form unknown explor'd the trackleſs way, | 
Who harp'd, and ſung of feats in bloody fight ; 
He, like a ſon of heav'n in clouds conceal'd, 
At length emerging, greets their raviſh'd eyes, 
The Muſes? vot'ry, patron, friend, reveal'd, 
The Royal Saxon in a minſtrel's -uiſo, 
« Dear to our train,” from ev'ry tongue was heard, 
« Who fedft our ſleeping fires, whoſe hand our altars 
rear'd,” 
_VIIL 
Tranſported, Clio ſeiz'd her golden lyre : 
« Say, nymphs, to whom belongs the hymn of 
« Thou firſt, who doſt the ſoul divine inſpire, [praiſe ? 
« And god-like Alfred, ſhall adorn our lays : 


« From thee, greatſhade, ſhall ſtreams of radiance flow, 


« And light new ſtars to gild the northern ſky ; 
7” ER -— Here, 


C90 3 
_ « Here, at our new-built ſhrines, ſhall Britain bow, 
« And Cam and Ifis with Vifſus vie : 
« Scar'd from Pieria's ſpring, by turban'd foes, 


« Beſide their willow'd banks we fix our laſt repoſe.” 
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Sanabimur, $6 volemus.' CICERO, 
FF ſuperſtitious days of yore, 
When ſkill did leſs, and credit more, 
No thanks to med'cine, ics were wrought 
Of chronic ills, as quick as thought. pw 
In vain might Leech attempt to heal, 
For pills or draughts might nought avail, 
Unleſs, as Inoneli g matrons faid, 
_ Faith gave its ſanCtion to his aid, 
'T was then two Oxtord youths had ftroll'd ; 


But what their ſcheme, is left untold; For 


(- 272 ) 
For well they knew, what ZEſop ſpake, 


The bow, that's always bent, will break. 
Allur'd by op'ning proſpects round, 
Beyond the reach of claſſic ground, 
'They liftleſ ſtray'd, on this and that 
Beguil'd the way with, various chat, 
Mark'd the ſweet hawthorn's blooming ſpray, 
And heard with joy the throſtle's lay ; 
Nor longer thought of College drear, 
The tutor's croſs, or taſk ſevere : 
Nor yet had thought, what Gomach crav'd 
Of noontide commons thus bereay'd, 
Till the gay ſcenes had left their view, 
For deſert heaths of ruſſet hue ; 
And Phoebus too, retir*d from ſight, 

Now ſhot hip parting beams of light. 
The charm is fled ; No traces ſhew 


Which way our errant youths ſhould go. Dil- 
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Diſtance and night forbad return ; 
They ſeek then, where to lodge till morn. 
As on they rov*'d, at length from far 
Shone a faint glimmer, like a ſtar. 
SJ # Bolder they ſteer'd ; the elimm'ring led 
CO To ſome poor ruſtic's lonely ſhed. 
They knock'd : a crippled dame appears, 
With agues craz'd, and bow'd with years, 
Surpriz'd to ſee ſuch ſtrangers there, 
Yet bids them welcome to her cheer ; 
Though coarſe, to hunger's eye were ſpread 
The beſt of dainties in its ſtead. 
Meanwhile their courteous hoſteſs ſtrews 
A ruſhy couch for their repoſe, 4: 
Whereon, forgetful of hinies; 
; They ſink in wholeſome fleep till morn. 
But "oM as morning bade them riſe, 


One ugly want their thoughts employs. =They 
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They both awere generouſly inclin'd, 
But each had left the means behind. 
Bethought they then, what courſe to take, 
| And in high phraſe the dame beſpake ; 
« What thanks are due for this our fare 
Our ſcrips no worldly treaſures bear. 
Train'd in ſublimer arts, we know 
To eaſe the plaints of corp'ral woe 
Ve ſee thee wither'd, arid, and weak, 
'Thy frame what nervous tremors ſhake ; 
Take, keep this ſpell of healing pow'r, 

A firmer ſyſtem to reſtore.”? 
They then in paper ſcroll inclos'd_ 
A line in language ſtrange compos'd, 
Haply, from ſome Batavian ſage, 
Or grave Smiglecius? ſubtile page. 


The dame ſurvey'd them with ſurprize, 


Then ofer the ſcroll ſhe caſt her eyes 3 "a 


C00 
And now the letter'd preſent preſt 
With awful tremblings to her breaſt. 
|  Inffant the youths purſued their way : 

She dar'd not preſs their further ſtay. 

| Faſter than time my ſtory goes. 
*Tis F ancy's wich to ſuppoſe 
| One of our youths in ermin'd ſtate, 
Now temp'ral miniſter of "I 
A culprit to the bar was brought, 
Who wonders ſtrange by magic wrought, 
Who folks could cure, or keep difeas'd, 
By dint of words, whene'er ſhe pleas'd. 
« Herſelf was once infirm, but ill 
She ſeems to lengthen life at will. 
Behold, my Lord, the ſpell ; tis here— 
To wth the curſed ſcroll I fear.” 
« Peace, Sirs, and urge your charge no more, 


For thus I quaſh her magic pow'r ; _ (He, 
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(He, ſmiling, faid) to me ſhe owes 
Whate'er of ſpells and charms ſhe knows 3 
Woman, behold your gueſt in me, 


Who taught this art, if art it be.” 


$RELIGION AND INFIDELITY. 
N" ſhone o'er heav'n the beams of dawning day, 
And mounting larks had ſung their matin lay, | 
When from a wood, with wild irregular WP | q 
A femate ruſh'd, and croſs'd the trackleſs waſte ; 
Fair ſeem'd her form, but frantic was her air ; 
Her robe, her treſſes, RY betray'd deſpair. 
She ſtarted, ſtopt ; her languid eye-balls ſtream'd 
With tears ; and now with ſullen anger gleam'd. 
_ Again with wayward ſtep ſhe ſought the ſhade, 
Where a deep brook in lonely indie {tray'd. 
= Here, 


$ See the Adventurer, No. 77, 
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Here, on the willowy marge, ſhe paus'd and cry'd, 
« Dread Pow'r, if any pow'r in heav'n abide, 
« That deigns to mark what mortals feel below 3 
« Take, take tay, hated gift, a life of woe. 
« Has heav'n theſe paſſions with our ſouls wy 
« Yet bids ſad Ruin wait at Error's ſide ? 
« The love of right, a father's conſtant theme, 
« Still warms my breaſt, tho? wrung with guilt and 
ſhame ; | 


« My grief-worn heart ſtill bows at Virtue's ſhrine, 


« Still bends my will to Reaſon's rule divine : 

« Yet, where was Reaſon's, where was Virtue's aid ? 

« ] lov'd, ws lov'd; I truſted, was betray'd. 

| & Por this my name is toſs'd on vulgar tongues, 

« My fame all blaſted, though unknown my wrongs. 

« Friendleſs I rove ; yet heav'n is pleas'd to ſhed a 
: "as gayeſt ſunſhine on the perjur'd head. — 


« Com- 


| TT Wy 7 
« Complaints how vain ! why does this life blood flow ? 
« Why throbs this pulſe, to wake my heart to woe ? 
« I go to ſtill this anguiſh of the breaſt— 
« Be Death's cold na my refuge and my reſt,”? 
« Ah! ſtop, (a voice exclaim'd) in ruin brave, 
« Raſhly you dare the terrors of the grave.” 


Inſtant, a {tranger ſprung upon her view, 


And from the brink her trembling footfteps drew. 
« O lady ! bow your foul to heav*n's high will, 

« Who ſcourges human pride with human Jl. 

« Tf Reaſon, Reaſon only, were your truſt, -"* 
« Well might you call man faultleſs, heav'n unjuſt ; [ 
&« If Reaſon only lent her glimm'ring ray, | 
« Well might the groveling ſlave of paſſion ſtray. 
« But heav'n unfolds the ſteadier bans of grace, 

« And guides, through in's dark night, our feet to 


peace, 
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 « Ah! quench not then its beams in black deſpair. 
«© God hears the heart-felt ſigh and humble pray'r. 

« Oh! come with me, to prove Religion's pow'r, 
« How ſmiles the faint in mis'ry's ſaddeſt hour.” 
Thus as he ſpoke, the pious man had led 

The mourner to his neat, but wiiabls ſhed, 

« Behold, (he cry'd) to pain and grief a prey, | 

G My deareſt ſpouſe faſt ſinking to decay. 

« Childleſs, her bury'd offspring ſhe deplores ; 

« A cancer now her feeble frame devours ; 

\« Too ill our ſcanty means her wants ſupply, 

« The nurſe's care, and phyſic's aid deny. 

« Yet WY her breaſt no fretful murmur moves ; _ 

« The Pow'r that wounds her, ſhe adores and loves.” 
« Oh! teach me, teach me (the fair ſceptic cry'd) 

« "Thoſe healing truths ; be heav'n, and you, my guide; 

« Teach 


Cw FT - 
cc Teach me this pride, theſe doubtings, to controul, 
« And break, Oh! break theſe lime-twigs of the ſoul.” 
Here the meek ſuff 'rer rais'd her pitying eyes :— 
« Ah! ſee this book, "I which my comforts riſe. 
« Here caught we hope, when this frail life is 0 er, 
« And all its ſtorms, to gain a happier ſhore : 
" And though a while ſome ſyren ſin deceive, 
« 'The hand of heav'n is always ftretch'd to ſave. 
« Hence thro? the miſts, which hover round the tomb, 


« Faith learns to contemplate a world to come.” 


THE: PEN. 
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Wa ſubtle pow'rs direct the grey gooſe-Quill, 


How lov'd, how fear'd, how great its magic 


ſkill, | - I ſing ; : 
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I ſing ; let Phoebus aid the pious lays ; 

His was the gift, let his too be the praiſe, 

| When once, as poets tell, 'in mortal guiſe 

He tended ſheep, an outcaſt of the ſkies, 
Taught by his ſtrains, which oft in noontide bow'rs, 
Or ev'ning ſhades, beguiPd the tedious hours, 

With rival aim the ſhepherds pip'd and ſung ; 
Through Tempe's plains the ceaſeleſs echos rung. h 
The phrenzy grew ; and trees in ev'ry grove 

Bore in chair backs recorded ſongs of love. 

This quaint device his forming hands refin'd, 

And, yet unknown, the ſhapely pen deſign'd. 
Pointed and ſmooth'd, nd dipt in ſable juice, | 
A lender ® reed deſcrib'd its wond'rous uſe, Still 
* Reeds and canes were the firſt inſtruments uſed in writing. 


Pliny ſays, that Egypt furniſhed a great quantity of reeds for this pur- 
poſe ; and Martial confirms it, Dat chartis habiles calamos Memphi- 


tica tellus. Reeds and canes are ſtill uſed by the Tartars, the In- 


dians, the Perſians, the Turks, and the Greeks. | 
Aftle's Origin and Progreſs of Writing, c. 8. 
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Still from the trees they drew their ſimple aid, 
| And the peel'd + bark their ruſtic tales ind, 
But ſoon, when Folly ſpawn'd her ſcribbling brood, 
When, tho* the Muſe's ſcorn, the Muſe they woo'd, 
The reed-crown'd Naiads wept the ſpreading ill : 
He ſaw, and bad the gooſe reſign her Quill. 
Hail, ſacred gift | when truth, and learning guide, 
With joy we trace, where-e'er thy currents glide. 
*T'is thine, to teach, perſuade, reprove, conſole, 


* 


To paint each varying movement of the ſoul. 


Faſt as ideas ſpring, they meet our eyes ; 

Thou giv'ſt them "Ol: and ſubſtance, as they riſe ; 
In ev'ry tongue thou ſpeak'ſt to ev'ry end, 

To all, in all, interpreter, and friend. | 


Thine 


+ The bark of trees hath been uſed for writing upon, in every 
quarter of the globe, and is ſtill uſed in ſeveral parts of Aſia, It is 
obſervable, that the word LiBER was uſed, by the Romans, as well 
for the bark of a tree, as for a book. A ſpecimen of Latin writing 
on bark is ſtil] preſeryed. - | See Altle's Origin, &c. 
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Thine too that pow'r, whoſe influence can impart 
Such harmleſs pride, to ſooth the poet's heart. 
Him, who ne'er baſk'd in fortune's golden ſmnules, 
Untrain'd in gainful arts and woekdly wiles, 
Though friendlefs, faſting, ſhiv*ring through the day, 
Though duns and bailiffs mark him for their prey, 
Though round his cell their webs the ſpiders weave, 
Which hungry rats by cautious inſtinCt leave, 
Thy ſingle aid can cheer ; the ſcene illume, 
And pour bright comfort o'er the joyleſs gloom. 
Heedlefs of home, his ſportive fancy roves 
Through lawns, and roſeate bow'rs, nl myrtle groves, 
Walks with the wood-nymphs in their verdant glades, 
Or holds high converſe with Aonia's maids. = 
Full oft he mounts ſublime to heav'n's abodes, 
And hears, and ſpeaks the language of the gods. 
Thus in romance the ſorc'rer waves his wand, 


When inſtant culture clothes a naked land ; The 
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The rude, bleak waſte a blooming verdure wears ; 
Rocks bluſh with vines, and heaths are gay FIST 3 
While airy forms trip o'er th* enchanted ground, 
And heav*nly muſic charms the region round. 
Ah! ſpare your ſneers, ye ſons of wealth and care : 
Gold cannot paint a ſcene fo gay and fair, 
Such too that pow'r, which bids the landſkip how: 
Provok'd it deals ſure vengeance on the foe. 
Scorn all, who liſt ; if &er the plumed dart 
Is aimi'd to ſtrike, it awes the proudeſt heart. 
'This dullneſs feels, enflam'd with rage and ſhame, 
When Dunciads doom it to the ſcofts of fame. 
When human laws are bought, its active zeal 
Reſtores to Juſtice ew impartial ſcale. 
No lurking vice eſcapes its ſcourging lay 
Stripp'd bare, and branded in the eye of day. 


So Rome's grave cenſors o'er her manners reign'd, ' 


Where juſtice fail'd, their chaſt'ning rod reſtrain'd; If 
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If ranker weeds their foul contagion ſpread, - : © +] 


And daring Licence rais'd her impious head, | 2.8 
Theſe, while the ſtate could bear a cenſor's frown, 
Check'd their lewd growth, and pull'd corruption down. 
Here ſprings a wiſh, that none their pow'r profane : 
Pure be his life, who writes,” from ev'ry ſtain 3  _ 
Pure let his page' with ſacred luſtre ſhine ; ENS 
Let rigid virtue mark-the blameleſs line.” |. | 
| If ever (which heav'n avert'!) he leaves her ſide, 
2 © Ae to wealth, or ſwell the pomp of pride ; 
If &*er the Pen ſhall aid the ſpurious birth, 
When Lewdneſs pours his vile debauch'ries forth, 
| Drive the baſe wreech: ye Muſes, from your train, 
And bind, in dullneſs bind his barren brain, 
That, when the ftrangled thought would preſs to light, 
Vex'd, he may gnaw the guilty Pen in ſpight. 
But hence ; and darkneſs whelm th' apoſtate throng þ- 


"To brighter themes I ſteer my wand'ring ſong, T hat _ 
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That glorious liſt my raptur'd eyes ſurvey, 
Which Greece and Rome with conſcious pride diſplay, 
Which, ſpar'd by ſpoiling time, and Gothic rage, 
Admir'd, rever'd, has ſhone through eV'ry age. 
So ſtrongly bright, the morn of ſcience roſe, 
| Still in our hearts the warm refleQtion glows. 
Prone at your ſhrines, ye ſons of antient Laries 
Genius ſtill- bows, and/lights th* inſpiring flame 3 
He hopes, he fears, - he burns with frong dcfire, | 
Then graſps the Quill, to join the ood-like choir. 
Thus, if ſome youth, who ſhuns inglorious eaſe, 
Points his high aim at Wolfe's or Elliot's praile, | 
Fir'd with the view, he ſeeks th' embattled foe, 
Where conqueſt waits to crown the warrior's brow. 
But Heav'n, who nerves the arm, and guides the hand, 


Forbids, that all, in war, and wit, command. 


Sher Few 
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If ranker weeds their foul contagion ſpread, © © +) 


And daring Licence rais'd her impious head, _ : Le 

Theſe, while the ſtate could bear a cenſor's frown, 

Check'd their lewd growth, and pull'd corruption down. 
. Here ſprings a wiſh, that none ihele now's profane : 

Pure be his life, who writes,” from ev*ry ſtain 3 _ 

Pure let his page with ſacred luſtre ſhine ; 

Let rigid virtue mark-the blameleſs line.” Hb 

If &er (which:heav'n avert!) he leaves her ſide, 

To Age to wealth, or ſwell the pomp of pride ; 

If &er the Pen ſhall aid the ſpurious birth, _ 
When Lewdneſs pours his vile debauch'ries forth, 

Drive the baſe wretch, ye Muſes, from your train, . 

And bind, in dullneſs bind his barren brain, 

That, when the ſtrangled thought would preſs to light, 

Vex'd, he may gnaw the euilty Pen in ſpight. 

But hence ; and darkneſs whelm th' apoſtate throng ! 


To brighter themes I ſteer my wand'ring ſong, "That 


That glorious liſt my raptur'd eyes ſurvey, 
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Which Greece and Rome with conſcious pride diſplay, 
Which, ſpar'd by ſpoiling time, and Gothic rage, 
Admir'd, rever'd, has ſhone through EV'ry age. 


So ſtrongly bright, the morn of ſcience roſe, 


Still in our hearts the warm refle&tion glows. 

Prone at your ſhrines, ye ſons of antient fame, 
Genius ſtil-bows, and'lights de Scifgiring flame 3 

He hopes, he fears, - he burns with ſtrong deſire, 

Then graſps the Quill, to join the god-like choir. 
Thus, if fome youth, who ſhuns _inglorious eaſe, 
Points his high aim at Wolfe's or Elliot's praiſe, 

Fir'd with the view, he ſeeks th* embattled foe, 
Where conqueſt waits to crown the Warrior's brow. 
But Heav*n, who nerves the arm, and guides the hand, 


Forbids, that all, in war, 2nd wit, command. 


Bb | Few 
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| Few yet have ſped, whoſe bold ambition dar'd 
To ſnatch the wreath, which crowns the epic bard : 
For tis a plan, no vulgar Pen can trace, 
Where join, at once, conſi{tence, ſtrength, and grace, 
Critics gave rules, the cobwebs of their brains z 
But poets roſe, who broke their flimſy chains. 
Theſe Milton ſcorn'd, who ſtretch'd, on wing ſublime, 
Through boundleſs ſpace, beyond the birth of tan, 
Some nearer home their ſhort excurſions try, 
Or ſhave, in level flight, the nether ſky ; 
Like bees, in ſummer fields, the buzzing throngs 
Pour forth in odes, and elegies, and ſongs. 
Some, humbler {til}, their petty pow'r employ, 
Who glitter, flutter, ſhoot their ſtings, and die. 

Eut ceaſe to count, what rovers of the Quill, 
In nameleſs tribes, infeſt the Muſes? hill. 
As atoms crowcdacd 1n the ſolar ray, 


Their embryo forms in endleſs mazes ſtray, Yet 
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Yet ſee that groupe, no undiſtinguiſh'd choir, 
Gentler in mien, and lovelier in attire - 
Mark, how each Grace directs their pleaſing toils, 
And ev'ry Muſe enlivens with her ſmiles. 
Welcome, ye bards, theſe partners of your praiſe, 
The virtuous Sapphos of our modern days, 

Too Jong in wit had man uſurp'd the throne, 

Till time and freedom broke the barrier down, 

Till taſte and learning travell'd fide by fide, 
| And barb'rous rules and Salic laws deftroy'd. 

No further glories wait the grey gooſe Quill, 
Since wit and beauty try its potent {kill ; 

For theſe, whene'er they take the letter*d field, 


With twofold force the plumed weapon wield. 
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